WRITTEN BY MANY 


EMINENT AND DISTINGUISHED PERSONS; 


ceſter 
C. Anſtey 
W. Maſon 
W. Hayley 


Sir James Marriott 
Lord George Cavendiſh 


Rev. Dr. 
John Law 


Mutavit Mentem populus levis] et calet uno 


Scribendi ſtudio ! Pueri, patreſque ſeveri 


* 


: 


PRINTED FOR I. DEBAETT, OPPOSITE BURLINGTON HOUSES, 


LONDON: | 


PICCADILLY? 


AD WAR. 


Tun ons which fellow, wit heed 
Exerciſes in 1748 and 1763, n. who are 
tions of active virtue and of uſeful knowledge; 
of the gay, too, and the ſhewy, as well as 

the witty and the wife. a 


Memory, may, not undelighted, hang over 
them; for they were the effort of hours, if not 
the moſt momentous, .. 
pang, oc 


Foreſight, alſo, thus may 1 not + 
fully, occupied. If, in any future emergence, 
5 * ſhould be, among any motives lucky 
Az enough 


—_ PREFACE. 


enn e led, om the els of guilt and of 
ſuffering, to the oppoſite objets—from th 
flagitious wreck of human bleſſings, to their 
virtuous recovery—from hoſtilities, to Peace ! 


„rr 
ſerve the juvenilia of clever men, it were, 
perhaps, defirable that, though not over-fre- 
quent, they might be periodically ſure. For 
too much. And what motives can out- act 
reſponſibility and emulation ? at a time, too, 

when, for what is curious and docile in life, 

* muſt be conſidered at the beſt. 


5 nnn enough to have col- 
lected School Exerciſes, which, particularly 
at Erox, are, without any enhancing conſi- 
deration from the relative inexperience of 
| thoſe who wrote them, entitled to much poſi- 
tive praiſe. Such are thoſe of the two Pepys; 
of * the preſent provoſt; of William 
ES Tighe, 


* 
9 


deſerved, the moſt enviable fame. His mind 


fying, or morally goad. 
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Tighe; and of Edward Chamberlayne, ano- 
ther man, whoſe accompliſhments and vir- 


tues were rare; for he enjoyed, as he well 


kept on advancing, and his principles refined, 
in an occupation of all others the moſt un- 
propitious to any thing intellectually digni- 
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PEACE AN WAR 


; DDE I. 


From whom ſhould Peace ſincerer vows receiye 


Than from thoſe arts which by her preſence live? 
Far from the noiſe of arms, in cells and ſhades, 
| The ſons of Science wait th' inſpiring maids: 


Yet not inglorious; if the cloiſter'd ſage 
Enrich the moral or hiſtoric page, 
The Hero's acts from dark oblivion ſave, 


Or frame the precepts which make Heroes brave. 


But now no more ſhall rude alarms moleſt s 
The learn'd, the virtuous, or the tuneful breaſt; 


1 
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No more the matron's pious tears deplore 
Her abſent heir: the penſive bride no more 
With fancied dangers real fears create; 
| Or Albion tremble for her Wir IIa 's fate ; . 
Wirriau, whoſe godlike arm, and filial care, 
Huſh'd her loud griefs, and ſnatch'd her from deſpair. 
1 He came, he ſaw, he drove Rebellion and 
To the bleak regions of her native north: 
There, on the confines of ſome barren ſhore, 
. While tempeſts howl and oceans round her roar, 
The fiend, impatient of the galling chain, 
* 5 Hesves her huge limbs, and bites her bonds in vain! 
But Peace returns, and oer the ſmiling land 
The fair magician waves her olive wand; 
| Beneath whoſe touch the vales freſhi "OW wear, 


Wide o'er the deep her Halcyon power prevails; b © 
= The deep; how darken'd with unnumber'd fals | 
4 | Securely there the merchant ploughs his way 3 p 


Through Uſhant's ſtraits, and Biſcay's faithleſs bay: 
| Securely flacks his courſe, and points the place 
| Where late our Heroes urg'd the naval chace; 
© *T'was there, (he cries) where yon advancing as 
15 * that Gallia's tom ring pride 
« Bow'd 


ob ON ren AND Wann 3 
« Bow d to the Britiſh flag: then ſpreads the ſail, 
And, whilſt his eager tongue purſues the tale 
Of Albion's triumphs, round the Celtic ſteep 
| Winds to the boſom of Iberia's deep. 
There as they glide, he ſees, with ardent eyes, 
In crowds his country's former conqueſts riſe: 
He leaves the leſſening Groyne beheld from Ws 
And Vigo dreading {till the ſound of war; 
| Caſcaia's turrets half in Tagus loſt, - 
And Gades, and Calpe's of diſputed coaſt, 
Fair cauſe of endleſs hate But why eſſays 
Th' ambitious verſe to graſp Britannia's praiſe? 
Witneſs, O Earth, how wide her conqueſts run; 


Wirneſs, thou riſing, and thou ſetting Sun; 


Witneſs, ye Winds, that bear her on her way, 
And Waves, that hail her ſovereign of the ſea! 
| Yet ne'er ſhould Glory's gen'rous heat too far 1 
Provoke deſtructive, tho' ſucceſsful, War. 8 2 #1 
Th' Almighty hand, which firſt her ſhores ſecur'd | 
With rolling oceans and with rocks immur d, 
Which ſpread her plains, and bade her flocks APY s 
Deſign'd Britannia for the land of Peace; | 
Where Commerce only ſhould exert her TY 
And muſing Science trim th'unfading bay. 
B 2 
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| Then O, tho” ill from Albion's favour'd coaſts | 
x New Drakes, new W1LL1ans lead her willing hoſts, 
Tho' many a realm, in many a fatal hour, 
Has forc'd her to be brave, and felt her pow'r; 
Yet ſtill be Peace her choice. With plenty crown'd, 
Still may ſhe ſhed the ſofter bleſſings round. 
Nor fear we thence her innate world ſhou'd fail: 
Firm as her oaks, hen winds or waves aſſail, 
She Il ſtand the ſtorm; tho! better pleas'd to ſpread | 
The milder honours of a peaceful ſhade. 
Le lands of ſlaves, whom each mad maſter] $ wilt 
Draws forth in myriads, and inures to kill! 


What tho), from uſe, your ſtrengthen'd finews know 


To hurl the lance, or bend the ſtubborn bow ? 
What tho', from uſe, your harden'd bodies bear 
The march laborious, and the midnight air? 
Vet muſt ye ſtill inglorious ſchemes purſue, 
And feel a want which Britons never knew. 


Lis in a juſter cauſe our arms engage, 


Than weak ambition, or inſatiate rage; 
*Tis from a nobler ſource our ſpirits roll: 
* * the limbs, but Liberty the ſoul. 
W. WarTEHEAD, N. A. 5 
Clare Hall. 
ODE 
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Bz ſtill, my __— no falſe alarms; 
Are vain: an warms; 
2 influence W abe, 


| II. 
The willing Muſe, advent'rous in her flight | 
Io0o thee, lov'd Peace, ſhall raiſe her untaught ſtrain; 
Her thy fair triumphs and thy arts delight, | 
Thy feſtive branch ſhe bears, and joins thy ſocial 
train. 


' | "8 - 
Safe on the deep, the freighted navies ride ; 
| Old Ocean joys to ſee the peaceful ſcene, 
| And bids his billows roll with an exulting tide ; 
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"" WD 
Or, where Auguſta's turrets cleave the ſkies, 

+ She loves to mix with Art's inventive band, 
Sees Induſtry in forms unnumber'd riſe, 


To ſcatter bleſſings wide and civilize the land; 
Or flies, with tranſport, to her native plain, 
Sees corn-clad fields, freſh lawns, and paſtures fair, 
Sees Plenty vindicate her ancient reign, — 
And pour forth all her charms to crown the various 
But, chief, the Muſe to Academic groves 
Her Kindred train and beſt-lov'd arts invite; 
| — Cam's o erſhadowing bow'rs intranc'd ſhe roves, 
Whence ſacred Science ſtreams and Genius ſpreads 
his _ 
VII. 
Here will I reſt, ſhe cried ; my laurel here 
Eternal blooms: here hangs my golden lyre, 
Which erſt my Spencer tun'd to ſhepherd's ear, 
And loftieſt Milton ſmote with genuine epic fire. 


” 1 VIII. And 


d 


VIII. 


And O! — indentien.: TY Me 
On i ld bow/n wil Pecte fun hs I 


2881 the bough, 


Wake each high-ſounding _ * the c- 
— — 
IX. 


Then ſhall be ſung the glarious deeds of War, 


How Virtue ſtrove, where envious Fortune bare, 


Expecting Fame the conflict view d from fat, _ 


And Britain . crown d, * 2 hoſt — 
X. 


Yet then, ev'n then, (h; indignant verſe ſhall tel) 


A ſurer vengeance roſe to whelm the foe ; | 
When hell-born Faction ifſu'd from her cell, 


And on her impious head drew half the deſtin'd blow. 


XI. 
But, hark! the loud triumphant ſtrains declare 
How Britain's majeſty unrivaPd role, 208 
5 When all the glories of the naval war | | 
Beam'd round her conqu ring flag, and circled An- 


 80N's brows. 


4 X11, Till 


F ovrs ov rer Aub war, 


by r Ons. . 2 


| XII. 
" Till Sus hs Pos, by Freedvin's (ois obey's— 
Leet blood-ſtain'd glory ſwell hs, 
Be mine Compaſſion's healing wing to ſpread, 
| — 
cc reſt; — | 


4 XIII. 5 

| Then hs the Muſe enraptur'd ſhall diſplay), 

War's impious roar and Faction's murmur ceaſe; 

His gracious eye ſheds luſtre on the day, ; 

And lends the quick ning beam to cheer the arts of 
Peace. 


R. Hunp, M.A. 
Fellow of Emmanuel College. 
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Evuzoes attonitus reſpexit vulnera Mavors 
Multa gemens, ludique Deo doluere cruenti: 
Jampridem, exclamat, ccelo ſeſe Anglica tollit - 
Gloria; quid potuit vertus terraque marique, 
Spectatum ſatis: —Odryſio procul impius orbi 
Transferat arma furor, luniſque incurabat Eois. 
Tuque, O care Deo, Britonum, quo ſuſpite, 1 

Inſtaurant radios, et iniqua abſolvimus aſtra: 
Quanquam magna animo volventem fata tuorum | 
Stringat amor Patriæ, flammiſque accendat honeſtis; 
Parce pio, fic fata _— GULIELME, furori, 


Projice tela manu. 


Aſpice, ut æquorei regina W — 
Laæta triumphatis nitidum caput exerit undis: 
Qualis ubi amotis olim Venus aurea nimbis _ 
Exoritur ſpumante ſalo, fremit humida gircum _ 
Gens pelagi, interea glauco Dea gaudet amiQu, . 
Et læta in ſpeculo ſeſe admiratur aquoſo. 
Grande quidem dederas pignus, Neptune, * 
| | * Cum ventis cceloque i ie, Anſonus, iniquis 
5 Carbaſen 


I obs ON PEACE AND WAR. 
| © Carbaſeas circum tua regna extenderat alas: 
Ergo hyemes toto effundat pater Zolus antro, 

Senſit Iber mediis theſauro exutus in undis 
Non pelagi imperium ſibi, nec tentare carinis 
orte datum ;—Britonum genus inſuperabile bello 
Jampridem liquido norunt dominarier orbi: 
Aſpice ut Indorum ſpoliis Anſonus opimis 
Ingreditur, gremioque pater Thameſinus in alto 
Gratatur reducem, et pleno ſe proluit auro; 
Jamque Tagum ſocios credens ſibi j jungere fluctus, 
Volvit in oceanum lætas opulentior undas: 
Fortunate Heros, cui ſerviit Auſter eunti, 
Qualis Jaſoniam vexit ſuper æquora pubem 
_ Colchidis in gremium! cui Jupiter obtulit imbres, 
Qualis ubi ad Danaen Deus aureus ibat amator! 
Nec tantum vceano victor dominaris Eoo; 
Sed quid Marte potes, fraQz prope littora vires 
SGrallorum, captique duces, atque arma fatentur— 
Ws Quin pacem componere ament, et foedera „ | 
| At vos interea patriæ dum fata ſinebant e 
Inuſtres Heroum anime, quorum offibus agri 
Flandriaci albeſcunt, fundo aut volvuntur in alto 
Corpora, nune demum capiant ſolatia manes, 
Exultentque umbræ; quanquam ſupereſſe triumphis 


* d 8 e 
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Fata vetent, ſaltem hos lacrymantem aſpergere flores B 
Funereamque ſinant lauro immiſcere cupreſſum. 
Fallor? an aſpiciens patriæ ſpectacula pompæ 
Lætior æquoreo frueris, Cornwelle, Sepulchro? 
Torva tuens levat umbra caput; fluit, aſpice, tabo, 
Oſtenditque manu generoſum in peQore vulnus: 
Qualis erat cum ſigna ratum ſocialia Gallo 
Junxit Iber; pater ipſe ſuis Neptunus in undis, 
Et Taurentini tremuerunt pondere fluctus: | 
Qualis erat, cum jam Patriz trepidantis imago 
Fruſtra indignanti ſimilis, ſimiliſque dolenti 
Imploraret opem, et pectus percuſſa decorum 
Viſa dweri: | 
| At neque te gewulle putem cum vulnere demum 
Contigit oppetere, et tumidis immergier undis, 
Felix morte tua; quanquam, fortilime, credo) 
Mavortem doluiſſe diu, gentiſque Britanniim 
Inqdigetas fleviſſe deos; heu Patria diſcat 
Fortunam ex aliis—ex Te virtutis amorem. 
| Non tali auſpicio Britonum Mavortia pada 
Alen terrore tuos, Germania, campos, 
Qua Dettingeniæ pingueſcunt ſanguine ariſtæ; 
Hic exit, ut noſtri recolens monumenta triumphi 
Forte aliquis memoret magnum longo ordine bellum: _ 
Hie 
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 Sanguinolenta ſuper rubuerunt cæde Leones : «4. 
lic Memnoniis ibat circumdata telis 1 
Nigra cohors juyenum, qua pulchrior altera Gallo | 
Nec fecit, aut unquam cecidit majoribus auſis ; 

Quippe ubi jam medio Bellona in turbine viſa eſt. 
Obſcurare diem, dubio ſeſe ardua Marti 
Intulit arma tenens, ipſoque in ReGe morata eſt: 
O furor! Odemens! ſibi quæ promitteret omnes 
Exceſſiſſe Deos qui ſceptra Britannica ſervant! 
Non tulit hoc Pater omnipotens, cui fulmine vindex 
Dextra Giganteum ccelo detruſerat agmen: 
Dumque ipſe effusa ſacrum caput occulit umbra, 
In medios moritura phalanx ſe immiſerat hoſtes; 
Heu miſeranda manus, vitrea vos Rhenus in unda 
Vos Rhodani gemuere lacus, vos Gallia flevit 
Meſta diu—jam vos etiam miſerabitur hoſtis. 
Parte alia primis gaudens GuLiELMus in armis 
Acrior egit equum, qua plumbeus ingruit imber, 
Impavidus, magnique colens exempla Parentis: 

4 Quem ſimul ac nimiaà ferveſcere cæde videret 

Lom primum audacis Pallas ſub imagine Galli 
Quadrupedem ſubito turbavit cuſpidis ictu, 


Et 
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Et juveni infixit tenero ſub poplite vulnus; 
Mox tamen indoluit magni Dea conſcia faQi, 
Ipſaque Pzonias infundens leniter herbas 
Reſtituit, lætumque opera ad majora remiſit: 
Hic vir, hie eſt, fati æternus quem juſſerat ordo 
Angliacos ſtabilire lares, eum bellica carlo 
Orta Caledonio noſtrum ſzviret in oram 
Tempeſtas, Lodoixque darent et perfida vires 

Roma ſuas; — at non veſtræ prudentibus . 

Auſpiciis olim Angliaco Scotia addita regno 
i Hzc promiſſa dabas, non hoc communibus avis 
Fas et jura ſinunt: gens O fortiflima bello, 
Si te nulla movent ſocialis ſœdera ſceptri, 
Reſpice nudatos miſeris cultoribus agros, 
Truncatoſque duces, et adhuc rorantia tabo 
Vulnera; nec ſatis eſt fidum effudiſſe cruorem 
Flandriaci ſuper arva ſoli ?!—Quo devia fertur 
Pieris, Icarios audax tentare volatus? 
Non bene per campos temeraria Cullodenos, 
Tela per et flammas, humili ſe ſuſtinet ala: 
Aſpice ut armorum fulgoribus Anglica Pallas 
Terret equos equitumque acies; trepida agmina cerno 
Sanguineoſque duces, mediaque in cæde W:iLHELMUM: 
: Sed quid ego — calamo importunus agreſti 
Ulterjus 


* 4 p 
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Ulterius violare tuos, GUL1ELME, triumphos? 
Feelix fi dulcis deſerta per avia 
dona legam; fi ramum inneQat olivæ 


. 


ky 


C. AxsrEY, Coll. Regal, 
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Hex, pettiteniat Mars, 
Of ſable-veſted Night and Chaos bred, 
On matter's formleſs bed, 
Mid the harſh din of elemental jars: 
| Hence with thy frantic crowd, 
Wing'd Flight, pale Terror, Diſcord cloath'd in fire, 
= M Precipitate retire; IT; x 
While mad Bellona cracks her "A throng, . 
And hurries headlong on, 
To Ach'ron's brink and Phlegthon's flaming 1 
But hail, fair Peace, ſo mild and meek, 
With poliſh'd brow and roſy cheek ; 
| That, on thy fleece-white cloud deſcending, 
Hither* ſolt· ey d Queen, art w—_— 
N Gently o'er thy fav'rite land 
To wave thy genial myrtle wand: 


To ſhake from off thy turtle wing, 
Ti ambroſial dews of endleſs ſpring; 
Spring, like that, which poets feign, 

_ Gilded Saturn's eaſy reign : 
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For Saturn's firſt-born daughter thou; 
- Unleſs, as later bards avow, | 
The youthful God with ſpangled hair 
_ Cloſely claſp'd Harmonia fair: 
For baniſh'd erſt Heav'n's ſtar-pav'd floor, 
(As ſings my legendary lore). 
BB ij As Phcebus ſat by weeping brook, 
bs Wich ſhepherds ſcrip and ſhepherds crook, 
| Penſive midſt a ſavage train, 
(For ſavage then was all the plain); 
Fair Harmonia left her * 
To join her radiant paramour: 
Hence didſt thou ſpring ; and at FR birth 
Lenient Zephyrs fann'd the earth, 
Rumbling thunders growl'd no more, 
 Prowling wolves forgot to roar, 1 
And man, whom fiercer rage poſſeſt, 
Smil'd diſſenſion from his breaſt. 
She comes, ſhe comes; ye Nymphs, prepare 
Gay floral wreaths to bind your hair; 
Ye ſwains, inſpire the mellow flute 
To dulcet ſtrains, which aptly ſuit 
The featly-footed ſaraband 
Of Phillis trim and Marian bland, 


When 


He ſhall my youngling footſteps lead 


When nimbly light each ſimp'ring laſs 
Trips it o'er the pliant graſs. 

But ſee, her * Nen train 

Now inveſts th' inraptur'd plain! 

Plenty's „ horn 
Show'rs its fruits, its flow'rs, its corn; 
Commerce ſpreads his ampleſt ſail ; 
 Strong-nerv'd Labour lifts his flail; 

| — too, attends (tis he 
That bears the root - pluck'd 0 re) F 


Thro' tufted lawn and fringed mead, 
By ſcooped valley, heaped hill, 5 
Level river, dancing rill, 62h), 1 ire OO EE 

Where the ſhepherds all appear, iT 
To ſhear and waſh their fleecy care, 
Which bleating ſtand the ſtreams around, 
And whiten all the cloſe-crop'd ground: 
Or when the maids, in bonnets ſheen, 
Cock the hay upon the green: 
Or up yon ſteep rough road the ſwains 
Drive flow along their rolling wains, 
(Where laughing Ceres crowns the ſtack, 
And makes the pond'rous axle crack) 

_ 2 5 
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| The barn's capacious jaws to fill, 
Where the anſw'ring flails rebound, 
Beating bold with thund'ring ſound. 
Enchanted with this rural ſcene, 

Here let me wean may aph rot green: | f 
Oer my noontide cool retreat; = 5 
Or bind the oak with ivy-twine; 
For charms, which ſimple nature wants, 
Grant, Power benign, admittance free 
To ſome rang d Academy; 
There ta give to arts rein- 

All the impulſe of my mind; 
And oft obſeryant take my ſtand, 
Where the painter's magic hand | 
From ſketches rude, with gradual art, 
Calls dawning life to ev'ry part, 


. 3 with ene 


Ott, too, oh! let me — 
The draughts of juſteſt architect: 


Or teach the Parian ſtone to wear 
A letter d ſage's muſing air. 0 
But ah! theſe Arts have brd ler hows 
We n 
ho' ſtrange beſeems, that Arts uns - 
” har black Slav'ry's baleful ſhade; 
This then deny'd, I'll ſwift retreeeddt 
There teach me, piercing Locke, t explore 
The buſy mind's ideal ſtore ; | Kn a9 
There, heav'n-rapt Newton, guide my way 
Mid rolling worlds, thro' floods of day, 
To mark the vagrant comet's road, 
And thro” his wonders trace the God. 
Then, to unbend my mind, I'll am 
Amidſt the cloyſters filent gloom; 
Or, where rank'd oaks their ſhades diffuſe, 
Hold dalliance with my darling Muſe, 
| Recalling oft ſome heay'n-born ſtrain, 
That warbled in Auguſtan renn; .- 
on 1 


— : 
* 


Carol his eaſy love-lay light. 

Yet let not all my pleafure lie 
Confin'd to one Phoebeian joy; 
But ever give my fingers wings, 
Lightly to ſkim/the trembling ſtrings, 
And from ſome bow'r to tune the lay: 


While liſt ning birds crowd-ev'ry ſpray, 


Or hovering ſilent o'er my head, 
Their quiv'ring wings exulting ſpread; 
| With tender, plaintive, faithful moan, 
| Shall tell, to all the ſecret grove, 
Their ſoft thick-warbled tale of love: 


| Sweet birds! your mingling bliſs purſuing, 


Ever billing, ever cooing, | 
Ye, conſtant pair! I love to note 


Your hoarſe ſtrain gurgling in your throat; 


And, ye unheard, from ſidelong 
The liquid lapſe of whiſp'ring rills, 


[ hit | 
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I hiſt to hear: ſuch ſounds diffuſe 117 
Sweet tranſports to the thoughtful-Muſe.'; .. 1 
Thus Summer ſees me'briſk and light. 
'Till Winter ſpreads her kerchief „ ter e 
Then to the city's ſocial walls, 5 
Where tolling clock to buſineſs calls. 
There the weaver's ſhuttle ſpeeds 
Nimbly thro' the fine - ſpun threads: 
There the vocal anvil rings, 
While the ſmith his hammer ſwings; 


| Andev'ry man, and ev'ry boy, 
Briſkly join in warm employ. 
' Thro' ſuch throng d ſcenes full oft I'll range, 
Oft crowd into the rich Exchange; 
Or to yon wharf ; aſide the mote, 
Where the anchor'd ſhips do float, 
And others, haſt'ning into bay, 
Swell their ſails in fair array: 
Wafting to Albion's ſons the ſtore 
That each Peruvian mine can pour; 
Wafting to Albion's ſmiling dames 
= 3 The ruby's glow, the diamond's flames, | 5 
4 5 C 3 Till 


— 


j 
j 


And joys like theſe if Peace inſpire, | 
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No Bard, from horrid fields of war, 
Now waits the haughty Conqueror's car; 
Nor in a lofty-ſounding ſtrain 
\ Paints ViRtory's exulting train; 

That train! where pomp and flate preſide, 

Yet ſtill, to check the Victor's pride, 

| Grief and compaſſion ſteal a place. 

Spite of the Banners waving round, 
Spite of the Clarion's animating ſound, 
The wretched Parent's yg ne; 
The Orphan's cry, 
The Widow's ſigh, 
| Moleſt his ſight, and grate his ear. 
But oh! to thee, with humbleſt thanks we bend, 
Britain 8 Genius, Britain's Friend! 
I uwas not enough to place her name 


Firſt on the glittering rolls of Fame: 
___ 
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 _ Onward to Poſterity, 


The future prop of Britain's Liberty. 


II. 
Hail, Royal Infant! at thy birth 
Though not a ſtar his courſe forſook, 
Nor ſun grew pale, nor frighted Earth 
| To her remoted confines ſhook; 
(Such wonders as of old 


Yet happier omen! Every Engliſh heart 
Claims in thy Parents joy an equal part; 
Behold, the love thy Father's merit won 
Extended to his Infant Son. 
O O may'ſt thou like that Father prove! 
With equal Virtues, equal Love, 
Thy People's Love ſecure; 
Which, like the Sun upon the opening flower, 
Or the mild fall of heavenly dews, 
Will over thy riſing Reign new life diffuſe. 


Thou, thou haſt rais'd another GzoRGE, to be 


High deeds to come, and dread exploits foretold) 


For 
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For time will come, when Britain's ſtate * Y 4 
Shall on thy patriot care depend: _ 
When thou, entruſted with her fate, E 
With Arts ſhall bleſs her, and with arms deſend. 


1 III. 
i And lo! to magic Fancy's eye 
Celeſtial forms appear, 

Paying to thine Infancy | 
s Honour mix'd with Love and Fear. 
| Firlt ſplendid Commerce, richly dreſt 
Ina ſpreading, broider'd velt, 

Spangled with variety: f 

| Next, waſhing from her crimſon hands | 
' The blood of flaughter'd millions, Victory ſtands, 
1 Then, gay as ſpring, and light as air, 

With garment looſe and flowing hair, 

? Our native Nymph, ſweet Liberty. 

| And laſt, in purple robes that graceful flow, 
2 Void of preſumption, void of fear, 


Nor vainly light, nor rigidly ſevere, 
Wich eyes benign, that all around diſpenſe 
Sweet ſmiling Hope and mild Benevolence, 


Religion n. oves majeſtically flow. 
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Date ciieg hopes in Thes they all confeſs 
+ And prophecy thy future happineſs; 

LE, _. irate. 

This their univerſal ſong : 

« Riſe, thou Prince! To whom we 61 
« Riſe our Guardian, and our Friend: 
% To judgment riſe and riper years, 

« Free from danger, free from cares. 
% Heaven ſhall ſoon thy mind inſpire 

«© With all the virtues of thy Sire. 
Thou ſhalt fill his awful place 

« With equal dignity and grace; 

« Tyrants ambitious views oppoſe, 

% And triumph o'er thy Country's foes, 

% Plenty ſhall around thee ſmile, 

« And Peace make this her fav'rite iſle. 

« Riſe, and, while on earth, receive 

« Every bleſſing earth can give: 

« Riſe, on whom we all depend, 

* Riſe our Guardian, and our Friend.” 


WII IIa Havrer, 
Triniy Hall. 
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ODE. VI. 


„ 


J ANUS, ſhut thy brazen gate: 
Thy jarring hinge no more ſhall grate 
Harſh war and ſlaughter fierce ; 
The cannon now ſhall ceaſe to roar, 

The ſpirit- ſtirring drum no more, 
Nor fife, our ears ſhall pierce. 


II. 
Ruthleſs Pow'r, who tak'ſt delight 
In death and woe and murd'rous fight, 
Leave, leave the bloody field : 
Nor think to pleaſe thy ſavage heart, 
To wield the ſword, or aim the dart, 
And ſhake the clatt'ring ſhield. 


| III. 
Away; and bid the charioteer 
Bellona drive thy madding car 


"—_ 


Far off from Britain's land; 
Thy black attendants, Dread and Flight, 
No more ſhall ſcatter ghaſtly fright 

Through ev'ry adverſe band : 


OY wv. 

But Peace again, with gentle ſmile, 
Haſte to our long-forſaken iſle, 

Io free us from alarms; 

And teach the Seaſons, as they fly, 


To ſpread ſoft Quiet, Eafe, and Joy, 


Secure of future harms. 


. V. 
The Goddeſs coming fair and free 
5 In majeſty ſerene 5 


| Her hand a branch of olive bears, 
While down the azure ſkies the ſteers. 


With heavenly. looking mien. 


| ti 
Hail! ſiſter of Aſtræa fair, 


Who, mid' the din of arms and war, 


From : 
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From earth affrighted fled; ts 4 
And now that lawleſs might is oer 

Bring her again with thee, once more 
To raiſe her hallow'd head. 


| . 8 
And now, in robes of pureſt white, 
| Shine forth Religion, heav'nly-bright, 
In freedom juſt and true; 
Not frighted now by ſad alarms, 
And Pop'ry back'd with Gallic | 
Or rebels horrid crew. 


vin. 
The — huſbandman ſhall know 


No iron but the uſeful * 


To till the fertile land; 
No more the trumpet's voice ſhall hear, | 
Nor warlike clarion; ſound of fear! 

Nor dread th'invader's hand, 


: —_ 
Ve too, ye ſwains, from danger ſree d, 
On jolly pipe, cr oaten reed, 
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In piteous ditty mourn. 


Let bleating flocks your cares employ, | 
And Plenty.crown your peaceful joy, = 
From full and lib'ral horn: 8 5 
| The fruitful ſtream ſhall ſoftly ſound, 
The vallies ſpread their fweets around, 
And ſmile with wavy corn. | 


-— 
But while, O Muſs, theſe joys you ſing, 
Forget not him from whom they ſpring, 
Great George's deathleſs fame! 
Hail! Guardian of the Britiſh weal, 
That quell'ſt the rage of Diſcord fell, 
And War's impetuous flame. 


1 XI. 
Thrice welcome to thy Albion's ſhore, 
3 „ oe. 


1 
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With thy return, the riſing day 
Drives ſullen darkneſs far away, 


XIII. 

7 Ye rolling waves, rejoice, and fleep 
In ſilence, on the calmed deep. 
And ſtill your rage awhilez = 
As when, to rouze the drooping war, 

Your Monarch drove his lofty car | 
From Egæ's honour'd iſle. 


= 
With homage low ye cleft in twain, 
While ſwift he flew to Ilion's plain, 
Io ſcatter death around; 
Our greater King delights to ſpare, 
To ſheath the ſword, lay down the ſpear, 
And heel the bleeding wound. 


e „ 
Neo more, to deepeſt caverns fled, 
The trembling Nereids ſhall dread 
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The burſting cannon's ire; 
As tho' another Phaeton ern 
Had madly drove the ſcorching ſun, 


XVI. 
Then with ſuch joyful tidings bleſs' d, 
Burn ev'ry happy Briton's breaſt, 
And one glad ſhout ariſe; 
The pleaſing muſic ſhall rebound 
From ev'ry cliff and vale around, 
And rend the vaulted ſkies. 


XVII. 

To thee, the Father of all good, 
That haſt in heav'n thy high abode, 
We offer willing praiſe: 

Praiſe, the leaſt tribute that we owe 

Io thee, from whom all bleſſings flow, 
To thee, the God of Peace. 


F. Maskxzs, 
Clare Hall. 
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ODE vi. 


DaucTERs of Science, ye harmonious maid, 
Who haunt learn'd Granta's ſolitary ſhades, „ 


Begin the ſong: glad Peace demands the ſtrain; 
Peace, the fair guardian of your tuneful train. 
She bids the ſteel your hallow'd groves forbear; 


Your ſmiling vales a conſtant verdure wear; 


The ſilver Cam with bloodleſs waters glide, 


And ſee new ſtructures grace his flow'ry ſide. 
Long hath Ambition's arm the thunder bore, 


| And ſpread her dreadful flames from ſhore to ſhore. 
In vain *mid clouds the Alpine mountains ſtood; 
In vain the Rhine indignant ſwell'd his flood: 


Theſe narrow bounds o'erleap'd th' aſpiring Gaul, 


And in proud hope already graſp'd the ball; 


Before his legions ſtalk'd reſiſtleſs Fear, 
And Deſolation ravag'd in the rear, 
How long, Ambition, ſhall thy fury burn? 


How long thy rage ſhall wounded Europe mourn? — 
At thy command, how oft have millions dy d, 
Jo glut ſome warlike mad 


man's fatal 
D 


pride! 
Is 
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Is there a Judge, ye Tyrants of mankind, 

Who ſpeaks no flatt'ry to the guilty mind? 

| Reigns there a Pow'r whoſe juſtice ſhall demand 

Lies thus profuſely ſquander'd at your hand? 
Then tremble, Monarchs, and with conſcious dread 

Behold ſtern Vengeance hov'ring o'er your head. 

Curs d be that man, who, of dominion proud, 

Firſt taught the ſteel to bluſh with human blood! | 

Oer conquer d nations rul'd with iron rod, : 

And, by mean flaves ador'd, aſſum'd the God. 

Europe, with pitying eye he views thy tears: 

The vengeful warriors ſheath the reeking ſword ; 

And Peace majeſtic waves her olive wand. 

Fler torch extinct, Contention wings her flight, 


And frowning ſeeks th'infernal realms of night. 


Surveys the ſun, inſatiate Diſcord, ſay, 
That land which mourns not thy tyrannic ſway ? 1 
See Greece, for freedom and for arts renown'd, > 
O'erwhelm'd in darkneſs and in flav'ry bound. 
Where art thou, Rome? thy glory is no more: 
Long hath fair Liberty forſook thy ſhore: -_ 1 
Her | 


FA += 


- 


And oer thy trophies with proud inſult treads. —_ 
| Theſe, hateful Diſcord, are thy glorious deeds! 
| Behold, for thee ſtill trembling Belgia bleeds; 
Germania groans, reclining o'er her dead, 
And pale Italia bows her flow'r-encircled head. 
The peaſant, wand'ring o'er the deſert land, 
In ſilence curſes thy deſtroying hand; * 
And turns, with anxious thought, his weepingeyes, 
Where once he ſaw his peaceful cottage riſe. 
Where the proud palace rais'd its head on high, | 
Oer the wide waſte the awful ruins lye; 
| There dwells the raven hoarſe, and ſhrieking owl, 
There foxes hide, and wolves nocturnal howl. 
The wand'ring ivy round the column bends, 
The falling turret in the duſt deſcends. 
The wind roars hollow through the rifted walls, 
And Horror ſits within the lonely halls. 
Thrice happy change! at length theſe woes ſhall end, | 

And Peace her ſceptre o'er the world extend. 
The ſpoils of conqueſt ſhall the Gaul reſtore, 

And Enooge 229 
See laughing Plenty fill her copious horn, 

* with myrtle looſe-rob'd 2 | 
D 2 The | 


The ſpirit-breathing trump no more ſhall found; == 
Nor fields with iron harveſts gleam around: 
No purple banners wave aloft in air; 
But ceaſe the ſolemn dreadful pomp of war. 
No hoſtile axe ſhall fell the ſacred ſhade; 

Nor raging flames the burning towns invade. 
And at the plow ſhall ſweat the warrior ſteed. | 
Hark, how the groves with ruſtic ſongs reſound! 
Behold the vales with rip'ning harveſts crown'd. 

The maids and youths in joyous dances move, 

And blooming Hymen lights the torch of love. 

_ Ariſe, Britannia, wipe the falling tear, 
And let the ſacred olive bind thy hair. 
No more ſhall Flandria ſee thy heroes ſlain; 
Nor fierce Rebellion thunder o'er thy plain. 
To thee from Heav'n the white-rob'd maid deſcends, 
| Her handmaid Commerce at her ſide attends. 
let ſofter nations trill the trembling ſtring, 

Or, to the lute reſponſive, ſweeter ſing; 

Nature's fair ſemblance to the marble give, 

.Or bid, with animating touch, the canvas live: T 

Britannia, thou thy ſtately navies boaſt ; 
Thy wealthy trade extend from coaſt to coaſt, 


For | 
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For thee the ; anion, big with 2 of gain, 
Explores the dangers of the ſtormy main: 

Thy waving croſs unfutls to ſouthern ſkies, 

Or the bright Morn unfolds the gates of dax. 

| Rear, father Thames, thy head, with turrets crowu d, 
And view with joyful eyes, thy banks around. 
Unnumber'd veſſels ſtem thy ſwelling tide, _ 

And various nations throng thy wealthy fide. 
For thee, behold, the lucid amber ſtreams, 

| The ruby glows, the ſparkling diamond beams; 
For thee her odours breathe Arabia's ſhore ; 

For thee Potoſi's mountains ſteem with ore. 

O come then, gladſome Peace, thou heav'n-born fair, 
With all thy ſmiling train of joys appear! 
Stretch o'er the tranquil world an endleſs reign. 
Juſtice reſtor'd ſhall then her throne regain : 

Virtue the earth unviolated tread; 

And meek Religion raiſe her languid head: 

Ambition ever at thy feet be bound ; | 

And wu expiring, feel the deadly wound. 

JAMES MARRIOTT, 
Trinity Hall. 
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Quo fugit Britonum virtus? En! per ſua regna 

Oceani dominis claudit Iberus iter. 

: En! ſpoliare Aquilam Germanam fulmine facro, 
Et jacere ad terras, Gallia vana parat: 

Sperat inulta iras Batavi vincire Leonis, 

Quem ſzvumn toties rura propinqua tremunt; 

Dam Rom Britonas deſtinat imperio. 

Hrceine gens nec via feret, nec amica tyrannis? 

Hxccine, Buuns vrero fceptra gerente, ſeret!? 


Claſſis Ibera cito, et turres ſenſere caducæ, 


__ Vindicet Anglorum quanta ruina moras. 
 Groxcivs affurgens Aquilz ſua fulmina belli 
Dtiefert, et telum dirigit ipſe manu: 
Ethera jam pennis renovatis verberat ales; 
Pßpretaque jam Galli deſuper arma videt. 
Nequicquam Lodoix tumet ambitione ; minatur 
| Nequicquam : illius numina feſſa jacent. = 
Pacem optat: pacem dat victor; et arbitra legum eſt 
Libertas, in agros nunc revocata ſuos. 


Ecce 
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Ecce! Leo, manicis decuſſis, valla peragrat; 
At caſum indignans, aſper, acerba tuens: 
Quæ potuit lacerare hoſtem, covertitur ira 
In ſeſe, et rabido viſcera dente ferit. 
Ne nimium ſvi, fera nobilis; exue vitess 
Imperat Auriacus; quæ tibi certa ſalus. 
At tu, quem Scotiz in latebris vix palla fugacem = 
Foeminea, aut poterant abdere mille doli, 
Jam veros riſus lamentaque ficta puellis 
Et mimis Italis, erro miſelle, cie—— — 
Seu tulit arma, dolos ſue meditata, cadunt. 
Pacis idem bellique opus; et quid diſcolor illis 
Eſſe poteſt, G ono cum fit uterque labor? 
Bis ſervatorem Te, Rex, Europa fſalutat; 
Armis læta tuis, libera conſiliis. 


Hon. D. D. Gzorcivs CavENDISn, AM. | 
2 Coll, D. Johann. 1iluftriſſimi Ducis De- 
 _ wvoniee Filius natu ſecundus. 
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O REDUX falve Dea! queis ab oris 
Cunque veniſti, venis invocata 
Imnium votis, referens anhelis 

F Otia terris: 
Nam velut "RR nimio grayatos 
lIlmbre, cum terra jaceant, reductis 
5 5 A 
N cendit odores; 
Sic, diu pugnis laceros ſereno 
Recreas vultu populos, quietem | 
„ . 
Munera fundens. . 
Diva, Te, circum glomerant ſolutis 
Gratiæ zonis, citharæ nec auQor 
 Pheebus abſiſtit, ſequiturque pleno 
: Copia cornu, 


, Quin et infidi furias tyranni 
' Vila Libertas, Tibi, condit enſem 
. Ji ure diſtrictum, Tibi, gratulantes 


Porrigit ulnas: ö 


Paſibus 


2 — 


* 
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Paſſibus junctis, pariter per agros 
Ite, quos ferrum populavit; et vos 


| — 2 
Inſulam, terras, tw as omnes 
Dilige, et noſtras tueare certus _ 
 Incola ſedes. 


| Honorobilis RieanDu vs Frrewnuacany 


- 1 e. ARDI — Viee-Comitis FiTz« 
; WILLIAM Filius natu maximus. 
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ODE x. 


Honkxxpis veluti ventis et turbine lætus, 
Emiſſiſque furens undis, fluctuque frementi 
At ſimul ac triſtem genitor placaverit iram, 
#quora turbati mulcens ſpumantia ponti 
Componit, ſtrepituque vago lenique recedens 
Murmure, vix placidum ambiguo mare palpitat zſtu, 
Gallorumque minæ, ſocizque injuria gentis, 
Juſtum indignantis Patriz armavere furorem ; 
Sed tamen ut clade et repetito vulnere, pœenas 
Acrior ultrices, et juſta piacula claſſis 
Sumpſiſſet, triſti ſatiata Britannia bello, 
Et lacerum mi ſerata orbem requieſcere juſlit, 7 
Et longos placidã ſancivit pace triumphos. 
Dum plauſus Patriz, et ferventia gaudia, Regem, 
Expletzque preces, firmataque vota ſalutant, 
An non lzta piæ fautrix Academia turbe 
| Accedat? tacito quz Muſam cauſa receſſu 


Gratior eliciat, votivaque munera laudis ? 
4 Nam 
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Nam licet exultans pleno fervore n vt 4 
Et toties placido arridens Victoria vultu, 5 
Indomitumque animum, vegetoſque accenderit nit 
Non tamen ambitio Regem maleſuada furentem 
Corripuit, ſtimulove tumentia corda fatigans, 
Et rabiem et vetitos juſſit renovare tumultus. | 
Sed nunc compoſitis divina Scientia bellis, 
Conjungens, ule firmabit feedere gentes. | 
At tamen hic proprias, hic, Izta Britannia, ſedes. 
Figet, ubi tanto licet aptum, maxime Princeps, | 
Imperio, rebuſque mens vivida finxit, 
Innocuo blandz ſtudio ttc Camoenz 
| Dignaris, cultaſque favens tutarier artes. 
Deſcribat campos vivo pictura colore, = 
Qua rapidis ſpumans Laurentius intonat undis, 
Aſt iterum exultare armis, et cæde videntur 
Vidrice; turmæ, fuſique recedere Galli, 
Signaque captivis fluitare Britannica muris. 
At vos, queis curæ feſſam inſtaurare cohortem, 
Conſilioque animos leni firmare labantes, 
Miranti Populo tantæ ſpectacula tradent 
Virtutis, torvo minitantia marmora vultu. 


Martia ſat, Princeps, decoravit fama juventum, 
Te potius magnum agnoſcet Doctrina Patronum, 
Libera Te ſacro commercia jure tuentem, 

Et pace Auguſtum venerabitur Anglia Regem. 


Honorabilis Joannes DAMuxx, 
Cual. S. S. Trin. 
| Honoratiſſimi Jos ru Baronis 
de MiLToON, 


Filius natu maximus. 
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ODE XI. 
TO THE KING. 


W HILST, aw'd by You, unwilling ſtates embrace}. | 
And Wars wild horrors ſoften into Peace; | : 
Midſt all the j joys by gratitude preferr'd, 

O let the Muſes' tranſports too be heard! 

Friends to repoſe, reluctant they record © 

The waſteful triumphs of the conqu' ring ſword; 

i Weep o'er the blood by mad Ambition ſpilt, 

Nor, dazzled by War's pomp, forget its guilt. 
But, where inſulted Rights to Heav'n appeal, 

And Juſtice bids unſheath the vengeful ſteel ; 

Pleas'd they enrol His fame, deſerv'dly won, 


Who for his people's caſe reſigns his own. 

And ſuch Your praiſe, great Patron of . 
Such the juſt limits to your arms aſſign d: 

For not Ambition's viſionary claim, 

Which but of juſtice proſtitutes the name; 

Not your own luſt of rule, but others' pride, 

The common rights of ſea and air deny d, 


In diſtant climes your hoſtile ſails unfurl'd, 

Which made Spain tremble for her weſtern world. 
What tho' her aid the faithleſs Gallia gave? 

The free-born Briton ſtoop'd not to the ſlave; 

Still triumph d o'er their naval ſtrength combin'd, 


And ſpread your floating empire unconfin'd. 


So tho of olus the bluſt'ring train 

Awhile uſurp'd dominion o'er the main; 

The tempeſt ſunk at Neptune's awful word, 

And the calm'd ocean own'd its ſovereign Lord, 

Nor in the field with fainter luſtre ſhone, 

Great Prince, your ſubject's valour, or your own; 

When, by your preſence ſird, example taught, 
Unpractis d troops with vet'ran ardour fought ; 

- Maine's injur'd banks with Gallic carnage firew'd, 

And on half Europe liberty beſtow d. 

| Here, WILLIAM, fir'd with early love of fame, 

By wond'rous deeds immortaliz'd his name; 


Midſt thickeſt dangers panted fer renown, 

Nor fear'd with other's blood to ſhed his own. 
 Advent'rous Youth !—our annals bluſh to ſhew 

How much theſe kingdoms to thy valour owe; 

How thy ſole arm domeſtic Peace reſtor'd, 

And GEORGE but reign'd ſecure by WILLIAM's ſword. = 

Ler 
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What force or fraud can ſeize, unjuſtly claim; 
Reign o'er the deſerts their ambition made, 
Heav'n's dread Vicegerents, hated and obey'd: = 
Whilſt You, great Monarch, chuſe the nobler part, 
To win the grateful homage of the heart; 
| T*adjuſt the rightsfalſe policy confounds; - 
To teach Ambition's ſelf to know its bounds; 
To make abroad the Britiſh ſceptre fear'd, 

At home your perſon lov'd, your name rever d. 


Tuo. Crarman, L. L. D. Ky 
| Maſter of Magdalen College, Vice Chancellor 
of the Univerſity. | 
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ODE XII. 


W 


Currus of Bliſs, whoſe heav'nly ſway 
Pleaſure's jocund hoſts obey, 
Parent of Joy, whoſe radiant charms 
ꝓ—— 
Deſcend, deſcend 
In all thy honeſt grace confeſt, 
Enrob'd in Liberty's majeſtic veſt: 
Come, the Muſes choiceſt friend, 
Come, and wipe the ſtreaming tear, 
Come, and check the burſting ſigh, 
The Parent's fear, BEE 
| The Orphan's ory; | 
Come, and on Albion's ſacred plain 
Diſpenſe the fragrance of thy ſilver train, 


ci 
Science her drooping head recline, 
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Deeply 


rer crying, ad 2&1 54A - ; " —_— 
Around me fling thy folt'ring ſhade 3 1 
«« Bid the bud of Genius blow, Y 
«« Bid the ſtream of Fancy flow.” 
Sol! at thy throne an 3 
Sits Commerce, with her ſuppliant moan, 
Deeply ſighing, 
Ever crying, 
« Deſcend, deſcend, 3 Maid! 
Guin, thy ſweets around me — 4 
Come, thy dews around me ſhed; 
Bid Fragrance ride on ev'ry loaded gale, 
And Plenty wanton in each laughing vale. | 


e 

What tho' Britannia's tow'ring ſpear 
| Has taught the haughty Gaul to fear; 
What tho* Honour blaze around; 
What tho' on Triumph's martial ſound 

| Her enſigns riſe. 
 Ofer other worlds in other ſkies; 

Spite of Honour blazing round, 
5 Spite of Triumph's martial ſound, 
E 
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| Deep heaves the pitying ſigh, 


And the big tear rolls ſtarting from her eye. 
is Thine to crown the generous flame, 
Thine to complete theſe deeds of Fame; 
For Thee the glorious acts were wrought, 
| The Patriot ſtruggled, and the Hero fought.” 


3 
To GeorGt ſhe gives the ſacred wand. 
Seel where ſhe lays it at his hand, 
. And thus entruſts the tutelary care: 
4 Go thou Supreme, to whom is giv'n 
This nobleſt mark of fav'ring Heav'n ; | 
So- and with thee take along 8 
1 that flies the warring * ; 
__ Go-relieve the Muſe's pray'r, 
The dreary waſte of War repair; 
| So be thine the great employ | 
To ope the golden fount of joy; 
Go and o'er thy glad domain 
Bid the ſweets of Plenty reign. 


V, Go 1 


— 
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| Go—ſearch for Fancy in ſome dread retreat, 
| Where no rude blaſt in chilling whiſpers-blows, 
6 Where Silence holds her melancholy ſeat, 1 
And round her throws the ſtillneſs of repoſe: 
| There, in diſcrder'd beauty dreft, | > 
In tears you'll find the frighted fair; 
No zone confines her flowing veſt, 
No knot her waving hair: 
Hither bid the nymph attend 
_ Go—her guardian and her friend, 
Around her ſpread my genial dew, 
Haſte, purſue this fate-appointed plan, 
The boaſt of Albion, and the pride of man.” 


WILLIAM ARNOLD, + 
Scholar of St. John's College. 
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Tn E din of arms, the terror · ſtriking trump, 
The roar of cannon and the hideous yel! 

Of death, re- echoing o er the purple field, 

Shall fright no more — no more th embattled pow'rs, 
In terrible array, ſhall bid the tears - 
Of widows ceaſeleſs flow: the orphan's groans, 
Which whilom o'er his clay-cold fire he pourd 
With all the luxury of frantic woe, 


No more ſhall wound the ear. Lo! — Peace, þ 


In whiteſt robes array'd, her golden locks 
Floating diſhevell'd in the ambient wind, 
To Albion bends her voluntary way. 
Rejoice, ye Britons ! lo! a ſportive train, 
Led on by ſmiling Plenty, ſtrike the lyre, 
And greet with melody their native ſhore: 
Twas GeorGE's will; obedient, lo! they come; 
They come to ſmooth the iron front of War, 

And bid Ambition drop his tow'ring head. 
Say then, amid dread Diſcord's wild expanſe, ' 
Britannia, ſay, did e er thy yellow fields 


Beneath 
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8 Jeſolati 


 Skipp'd not thy blithſome flocks as they were wont? 
Low d not thine oxen, patient of the yoke? 1 
They did; but Mercy, tho' herſelf ſecure, 
Looks with a feeling eye on others' ills, 
And drops o'er vanquiſh'd foes a pitying tear. 
Could then, O GzorGe, thy tender heart, untouch'd, 
Brook the ſad waſte, what Time, with giant ſtep, 
Fell havock ſtrode Germania's plains along, 
Diſtain'd with gore? what time grim-viſag'd wer” 
| Ofer Cuba's ſhore pour'd forth deſtructive fire, 
1 And proud Iberia mourn'd her thouſands ſlain, 25 
W 1 Her glory fall'n? Could GREOROE behold, unmov'd, 2 
| Such ſcenes of ruthleſs woe? long, long he ſtrove 
To heal the gaping wounds of venom'd rage, 
And pour o'er jarring realms the balmy ſweets 
Of gentle Peace: kind Heay'n, that firſt inſpir d, 
Soon crown'd the royal ſuppliant's godlike wiſh; 
Pleas'd in the laureate wreath that bound his . | 
To interweave the olive's verdant branch. 9 
Grateful viciſſitude! now, now again 


Germania ſmiles! too long inur d to woe, 
Germania ſmiles! again the ruſtic hing 

E In artleſs numbers chants his carol blithe, = 
N Where 
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Where bends the champaign to his furrowing plough; 


And, when the lengthen'd ſhade recalls his ſteps, 


With heart elt gladneſs tells his laughing babes 


That hang around his neck 'Tis mighty GeorGE, 


From whom theſe ſtreams of pureſt pleaſure flow.” 


Her rifled treaſures; his all-bounteous heart, 


Te ſhed the beams of mercy on mankind, 


The pride of Europe! may thofe golden hours 


| Rejoice, Britannia! thy paciſic iſle 
A Monarch rules, whoſe majeſty of mind 


Rejects &v'n laurels, when diſtain'd with blood. 


What, tho' fair Vict'ry ſpread her purple wings 


Attendant on his banners; tho' his troops 


Fought but to conquer ; tho' high-creſted France 
Felt his triumphant arm, and wept full oft 


Studious of common good, exulted more 


Than guide the ſceptre of a vanquiſh'd world. 
O may ſt thou flouriſh, Britain, ſtill confeſs'd 


Which now begin to dance in feſtive round, W 


Greet each returning morn! thy ſacred fanes 


Still may Religion grace, foſt'ring thoſe arts 


Which, by the nurture of her genial hand, 


Lift high their blooming heads; till pour her gil, 


Her choiceſt 4 on Albion's grateful ſons; 


15 
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That ages yet unborn with joy may tell, 
What meeds await the godlike Friend of man, 


Who fights to give a madd'ning world repoſe, 
„ when injur d, conquers but to ſave! | 


Luke GARDINER, 
| Fellow Commoner of St. * _ 
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ODE xv. 


H ENCE, monſter, War !—hence to the waſted 

r 
Where the grim Tartar prowls for prey; where reigns 

Wide Deſolation!—long thy iron fray 

Has Europe mourn'd ; long haſt thou mark d thy way 

Oer her diſpeopled realms, with crimſon'd ſtride ! 
Too oft the juſt have bled, the guiltleſs died! 

| Toooft thy rage hath wak'd the parent's figh, 

Call'd forth the widow's tear, the orphan's cry ; 

Blaſted the produce of the fruitful field, 

Whate'er ſprings promiſe, or what autumns yield; 

With impious aim, hath Nature's ſelf laid low, 


And wounded nations at a ſingle blow! 


 —Hence, ſavage monſter, War, to Scythia's coat! 

| Therereign, fit colleague! with perpetual froſt! 
There in hot blood bathe deep thy thirſty hand, 

For ever exil'd from this happier land! 

— But come, fair Peace, ſweet Seraph, come and mile 


On * $ haraſs'd — on Britain's iſle! 
5 Awake, 


* * * 
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Deſtin'd upon thy orient wing 
The wand'rer, Peace, again to bring 
The lovely wand'rer! back to Britain's ſhore! | 


And lo! the comes!—a flood of light 
Burſts from yon parting cloud!—confeſt 
The Goddeſs ſhines!—her ſnowy veſt 
Looſe floats in air !—ſhe comes! ſhe fills the ſight! | 
« Hail, Peace! earth's bleſſing, Heav'n's delight ”— 
She comes! ſmite loud the ſoundirg lyre, E 
| Swell the ſacred note ſtill higher; 
| Raiſe it with the riſing gale!— 
The Goddeſs hears!—* All hail!”— _ 
See, a dove ſit on her creſt, 
(Emblem of her ſoft beheſt!) 
One hand an olive-branch adorn, 
The other Plenty's wreathed horn! 
O mark the Goddeſs! ſee! ſun-bright, 
 Tho' mild as morn, her eye on all 
Bids ſoft-ſtreaming radiance fall ; | 
Yet chief regards with ſoft delight, 


— = > <uik. CTR 


Vet chief beholds with partial ſmile, 
The gen'rous ſons of Britain's iſle, 1 
Who late, tho' injur'd, bade War's fury burn, 
Who oft, tho' conqu'ring, woo'd her glad return 
See! as ſhe ſmiling wings her way, 
The warrior's glitt'ring blade, high rais'd in air, 
Stops; his ſtern frowns, deep-menacing uy, 
Straight a gentler aſpect wear; 
His hand, in act to ſtrike, ſuſpends the blow, 
And courts the claſp of his admiring foe! 


III. | 
| Now the loud trump, dread harbinger of War, 
The hollow drum, hoarſe-murm'ring from afar, 
The clarion ſhrill, the cannon's brazen roar, 
Shall wake again the peaceful morn no more! 
. Now, Flora, lift thy ſmiling head, 
Chequer ſweet the daiſied mead ; 
Wake again the ſlumb'ring gloom, 
Bid each gale breathe ſoft NEO. « 
Fearleſs of War's untimely waſte :— 
For ſee! far hence the ruthleſs ſpoiler chac'd ! 
The hind, well-pleas'd, now ſpeeds his annual toil, 
Nor dreads again the lawleſs plund'rer's ſpoil, 
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| Now the glad merchant to each fay'ring breeze | 


Wings his bold courſe thro” eV ry varying zone, 
And makes the wealth of diſtant realms his own; 
Now burns, ſun-beat, on Afric's ſultry coaſt, 
Now ſhivers, pierc'd with Iceland's keeneſt froſt; 
Yet ſhivers now, now burns, rejoic'd the while, 


Since Peace and Safety bleſs his various toil. 


4A. 


T uheſe are thy bleſſings, Peace! thou the kind ſource 
: Whence theſe, whence more than theſe derive their 


| courſe, 


Enriching all !—yet from thy giſt alone, 


Our ſea-girt iſles a bliſs peculiar own. 


For ſay; (ſhall the bold Muſe thus high aſpire 5 
O ſay, could GEORGE, — ſay, could the Royal Sire 
Of him, whoſe birth late wak'd a nation's joy, 


| And bade full rapture fluſh each Briton's eye — 
Say, could he teach to bloom the infant bud 


In which lies Albion's ev'ry hope enſhrin d; 


To ev'ry patriot, ev'ry princely god; 
| Say, could he duly form his op'ning mind, 
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Torn from the fond employ by War's alarms, 
Tube call of kingdoms, and the rage of arms? 
| Now the ſweet taſk—thanks to thy gentler pow'r, 
Which bids him, Atlas-like, awhile transfer 
To weaker ſhoulders his important care— 
May oft engage retirement's golden hour. 
OGeorce! great King! in whom, with raptur'd eyes 
WW Britannia ſees her ſecond Alfred riſe, 
Eager to launch her thunder on her foes, 
3 More eager ſtill the wounds of War to cloſe! 
oO thou, thy ſubject's guardian, and his guide! 
Al Europe's terror, envy—yet its pride“ 
Bid him, thy Son, purſue thy heav'n-taught plan, 
The tyrant's ſcourge, the friend of man to man. 
Give him to catch from thee the heav'n- born fire; 
Give him to emulate his godlike ſire, 

Who, when o'er Taio's waſte- devoted plain, 
Oppreſſion late high ſhook her iron chain, 
Roſe and forbade the monſter to devour ; 

| Roſe and preferv'd—O virtuous uſe of pow'r! 
To Taio's ſons their king, their rights, their laws, 


cauſe! | 
425 . Teach 


| 2 Eſpouſing Rill, like Heav'n, the injur'd ſuppliant's 


* 
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Teach him to be—+for oh! what more 
Can man attain, the Muſe implore? 


Like thee, whom ev'ry tongue delighted ſings, 
The beſt of Men, and belt beloy'd of Kings! 


 Geonce Travis, R 
Scholar of St. Fobn's College, 
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Ar non triumphi pompa, nec inſolens 
Clamor, remiſto cum ſonitu tubæ, 
Non hoſtium jactata cædes, 
Nec ſpoliis acies renidens, 
| Murmur dolorum flebile comprimit ; 
Hic orba mater devovet impios 
Belli triumphos, hie cadaver 
_ _ Sponſa viri gemebunda plorat. 
Teſtes, ſuorum ſanguine cirium 
Agri madentes, verſaque mœniĩa 
Germaniæ. En! arvis coloni, 
Queis gladii rabies pepercit, 


Vagantur, arvis meſſe carentibus, 
Multumque deflent et Patriam et domos, 
Hoſtemque clementem ; minatur 
Namque fames graviora ferro. 

Nec Tu, Grog, vota querentium 
Immotus audis: Te licet undique 
Secundus ornet Mars tropæis, 


_ 0 "90 
Ambitio tua corda major 


I ncendit, 
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Incendit, almam quæ miſeris opem 
Tuliſſe geſtit, ſpernere fortior 
Famam triumphi, quam cruentas 


Perpetuò renovare clades. 
At non Britanni ſanguinis immemor, 
(Quo ſæpe Rhenus decolor in mare 
Abliſque fluxit, cum tuorum 
Pro Patria cecidere turm; ; 
Non Tu laboris nobilis immemor, 
Indigna jungis fœdera; quin decus 
Cum Pace firmas, quin vigebit 
Sepoſitis tua laurus armis. 
Jam leniores peRora ſentiant 
Curas, remoto turbine martio; 
Satiſque verſatum triumphis 
Te pietas rediviva Patrem, 
Te Muſa laudet; Muſa potentior 
Centum tropzis addere debitos 
Virtuti honores, Te ſacrabit 
Per memorum ſeriem nepotum. 
i RAIKES, | 
Coll. Div, Foan, Alumnus. 
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. .,ODE XVI. 


ItivusTRES anime, « cincres tellure repoti 
Proſequitur, tantis quod defenſoribus iras 
Contudit Hiſpanas, et Gallica reppulit arma ; 
Luſtrat ovans Patria, et fidis ſe jactat alumnis, 
Plaudentes junxiſſe choros, et debita dona 
Ferre decet, verſuque ſacram decorare favillam. 
Nam neque preteritis tot palmas Anglia bellis 
RNetulit, aut tali nituit ſpectata theatro 
Fama ducum: ſeu qua raptis Germania luget 
Civibus, immenſos aut pandit America ſaltus, 
Aut ardet ficcum Lybiz latus, aut ubi ponti 

| Decolor extremo cingit ſeſe India fluctu. 

Nec ceſſavit adhuc laudem, et ſpolia ampla mereri 
Vivida duQtorum virtus; noſtriſque tropæis 
Vix poſuit Pax ipſa modum : jam Marte ſecundo 
Albion exultat, jam nunc Hiſpania mœret 
© EffraRaas acies, et falſi credula Galli, 
Detegit inſidias, inſanaque devovet arma. 
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| Sed tamen ingentes juvat evaſiſſe tumultus. © 

Fortunæque vices; juvat enſem ponere foeduty” 
| Cxdibus aſſiduis, et feſſa recondete tel. 

Præſertim, firmo fi Pax innixa recumbat 

Fœdere, fi Britonum latis regionibus auctum 

Creverit imperium, dubios fi perfida tractun 

Gallia tradiderit, premique incendia belli. 

Jam neque finitimas Canadz vicinia gentes 

Territat, infidoſve timent naſcentia regna N 

Incurſus: proprios tuto pede permeat agros 

Incola, nec ſævos a tergo reſpicit hoſtes: 85 


Deſertoſque videns rurſus floreſcere campos, 

Difficiles nuper; ſociorumque oſſibus albos, 

Hic ceſſiſſe acies, illic timida agmina Galli 

Verſa retro, hie cæſos inſigni vulnere narrat 

Ductores: inhians avida bibit aure viator _ 

Fortia facta ducum, geſtaſque ex ordine pugnas, 

Impoſitos bello ſenſit Germania fines, 

Senſit et Europa; ac GEokGi felicia ccepta 

Traxit in exemplum; hinc demum regionibus illis 

Vidimus horrendos Martis ceſsafſe furores. 

Vos adeo, quorum auſpiciis miteſcere diſcit 

Orbis, et extreme coeunt in fœdera terre, 

Ne, Britones, ne tantum animis diſcordibus zſtum, - 
F | Civileſfue 
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Civileſque fovete iras, nec Pace peraQia, 
Teque oro, fi erde ſatis madefacta recenti 
Terra rubet, ſtabilem ſi fas ſperare quietem, 
Magne Pater cali, fine longi Pace fruamur | 
Angliacæ gentes: fine lætos Gxoxdius annos 
Exigat, ut tali ſub Principe latius auctæ, 
Floreſcant artes, fauſtiſque Britannia velis 


Ep. CHAMBERLAYNE, A. B. 


Coll. Regal. Socius, et Academ. Scholaris. 
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ODE XVIL 


: 'Tanvpem ergo pulſique duces, et ſceptra tyrannũm 


Fracta jacent. Non hæc ingentibus omina cœptis 


Spondebat, miſeros cum nondum experta dolores 


Militiæ, imparibus ſe Gallia miſcuit armis, 

Haud dubiam populis minitarier auſa ruinam. 
Quin age, et auguſtum, tantis erepte periclis, | 
Tolle caput; lætos quin, Albion, indue vultus, * 


Felix ſorte tua: neque enim tua littora nuper | 


Vidimus armorum ſonitu tremuiſſe propinquo: 
At tibi multiplices innectet Palma coronas, 
Prodiga Pax tibi fundet opes, licet ira per urbes 
Haud unquam graſſata tuas inimica, quietos 


Tubarit cives—procul 6! Diſcordia noſtros 

Pulſa precor fines fugiat, nec fratribus ignem 

Miſceat infeſtum: potiuſque in bella tyrannos 
Excitet adverſos. Quam non evellere Iberus 


Non Galli potuere, nec æmulus zquore Belga, | 


; Externi ſecura mali, dabit Anglia poenas 


Viribus Angligeniim, et civili vita furore? _ 
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; Teque etiam, laurus qui ſpernere fortiter audes 
Sanguineas, Victor, Te Fama minacibus ultro, 
Ignarus licet ipſe mali, canet hoſtibus zquum, 


Te juſtz parcentem iræ; potiorque triumphis 
Eternos capiti Clementia figet honores. 


Porrigit, ante omnes nos regum arcana malignis 
Perſcrutari oculis nihil attinet. Uſque dolores 
Accumulare juvat miſeris? quæ gloria inermes 
Sternere cæde viros, hoſtemque laceſſere victum? 
At belli certos paciſque imponere fines, 
Heſperione iterum liber ſpatictur in orbe 
Gallus, an Angliacum agnoſcat nova terra tyrannum ; 
Scilicet hæc reges, et regum cura miniſtros 70 
Sollicitat. Patriæ quid nos ingrata Parentem 
Turba fatigemus? nobis ſedem ille locumque 
Securum dedit; incolumes florere Penates 

Ine dedit, mediiſque vigere tumultibùs artes. 


e J. BaTEs, 
Cell, Regal. Socius, et Academia Scholaris. 
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Nos ſaltem, placidum quibus umbra quieta receſſum 
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Neu belli metuens Lyra 
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ODE XVIII. 


Sic Te, cui Britonum falus 


Curz eſt, lege precor non violabili 


Servet perpetuam Deus; 


Quz nunc, auſpicus Principes optimi, 


Pax, optantibus advolans 


Tempeſtiva redis; grataque gentibus 


Praſtas, hoſpita, ferias. i 


Tecum tuta Quies adſit; et Otia 
Non ignava, procul Metu: _ 
Adſit Lætitia, et Carmen amabile; 


Nec non blanda Salus comes; 


Et tecum veniens Copia gratior 


| Cornu divite : dum Lares 


Tranquillet placidos dehinc Amor, et rule, : 


Et feſtiva Benignitas, 


Cultarum quoque jam, Te reduce, Artium 
Cura haud ſegnis: et, Ingeni 
Mater, fundat opes aurea Fauſtitas. 


Ingrato | rouge. muta ſilentio; 
3 


Sed magnis quoque Regibus 
Spirent Parrhaſſi æmula 
Expreſſa in tabulis ora fidelibus. 
Nam ſe non alio rege ſuperbiùs 
Jactent Artificum manus 
Quam qui Palladiis, deliciarum amans, 
Mlentem dotibus excolit; 9 
Solertique adhibens præmia acumini, * 
Vires elicit abditas. „ 
Nec blandæ comitem Pacis idoneam 
Muſam negliget horridus; 

Per quam ſpiritus et vita redit bonis. 1 
Quæ tradet Patriæ Patrem | 
Clarum poſtgenitis : quatenus impii * 
Martis compoſuit minas; | 0 
Bellantumque animos dilſociabiles 

Jungens foedere mutuo 

Dat Victor domitis Otia gemibus. 

Salvete Hæc adeo hoſtium 


Extrema Spolia, O capta bona alite 


Vexilla: 
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Vexilla : huc agite huc, le 


Mutato, Manilz inſignia ſupplicis. 

Sic, O ſic melius ſita, | 

His nunc hoſpitibus credita ſedidus, 

Hic longum requieſcite. 

Nos non immemores (noſtri etenim) Ducis; 

Crebro et poſteri imaginem | 

Laudis ſuſpicient. Mentibus zmulis 

O quam præteriti decus 

Evi tum recolent; milite cam Tuo, 

Gon, diſſita tangeress 

3 Orbis regna novi; cumque domabili 

Sciret Cantaber, ultimos 
Indos non, niſi ſibi ee, 


8 Joax xs SUMNER, 8. T. 7). 


Coll. Regal. Præpeſitus. 
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ODES ON PEACE AND WAR. 


ODE xXx. 


Ltr happier Bards, whoſe labouring breaſts have 


Th' inſpiring Muſe, and tranſports not their own, 


Whoſe rapid thoughts, like tow'ring eagles, ſoar, 

And eyes creation's ample bounds explore, | 
Awake, ariſe: why are they mute ſo long, 

When themes of glory claim the grateful ſong? 


2 . Oer ev y clime, where ſprings the fount of da, 4 
Or weſtern oceans quench the parting ray; | 

Where nearer ſuns the ductile ore mature, 3 

Or hills the load of ſummer-ſnows endure ; i | 

Hath Britain's Genius ſtreich' d his wide domain, | 


And faithleſs Gallia mourn'd her legions ſlain. 
Who but hath ſeen the trophies cheaply bought, 
When Hawke hath conquer'd, and when Granby 
fought? | 
Who but hath heard dw Wolfe untimely dy'd, 
While Victory ſtood weeping at his ſide? 
Haſte, haile, ye Bards, aud rapt to generous praiſe, 
Embalm the Hero in immortal lays, N 


That 
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That diſtant times the wond'rous tale may read, 
And feel their ſouls inſpir'd by ev'ry deed ; 

When valour faints, may catch the patriot flame, 

And burn for glory at his godlike name: 

Thus to ſome tomb the pious Pilgrim flies, 

Where in cold earth the ſaint or martyr lies; 

Where Fancy paint the Virtues weeping round, 

And Inſpiration guards the hallow'd ground; 

There all entranc'd adores the ſacred ſhrine, _ 

Till his rapt boſom burns with flames divine. 

But ah! ſuch themes ſo wond'rous high demand 

A Pindar's fire, a Pindar's voice and hand: 

Enough for me; thro' whoſe inglorious veins = 
The cold blood ſlowly creeps, in gentler ſtrains 

To ſing returning Peace; nor Thou refuſe, 

O Bute, this tribute of an humble Muſe! 

Thou, whoſe example ſway'd to Royal Youth 

To tread the paths of Virtue and of Truth; 

Whoſe early care deſtroy'd each noxious weed, 

That luſt for glory, or ambition bree 

But fed the plants, deriv'd from Heav'n above, 
Whoſe milder fruits are Peace, and Joy, and Love. 

Driv'n from her loathſome cave in blackeſt hell, 
Where torturing tortur'd fiends ſhe loves to dwell, 

Us 


94 ODES ON PEACE AND WAR. 


Up Diſcord roſe, and, wrapt in ſhades of night, 
Wing'd to this weſtern world her baleful flight. 
Her fiery eye balls glar'd a ghaſtly blue, 
And ſnaky locks dropt venom as ſhe flew ; 
Her face was filthy foul, and ſtain'd with gore, 
Her garments hung in rags ; a brand ſhe bore, 
By furies kindled, whence inceſſant fell = | 
Infernal ſparks of fire unquenchable. —@ & & | 
Thus long ſhe rag'd, and ſow'd thro' ev'ry ſtate 
The ſeeds of faction, jealouſy, and hate; 
Wich madding ſtorms of paſſion rack d the mind, 
| And let looſe wild Ambition on mankind. = T 
But Thee, Germania, Thee ſhe chiefly choſe e 
Forlorn in duſt to ſit, and weep thy woes; = 
Thy comely viſage mark'd with many a ſcar, 
And blaſted with the lightning brand of war; 
Thy cities ſack d, thy holy ſhrines defil'd, 
Thy heroes butcher'd, and thy virgins ſpoil'd! 
| Where are thy charms, O poor forſaken Maid, 5 
Haraſs d by foes, by lawleſs friends betray'd? | 
Thy dowry where? Lo, lo, the fruitful place 
Is grown a barren, waſteful wilderneſs! 
No more her fields, with golden harveſts crown'd, 
Or fill'd with lowing herds, rejoice around; 
8 1 Her 
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Her hills no more their purple vines diſplay, 
Whoſe ſwelling cluſters drink the ripening ray, 
War, horrid War, extends his iron reign, 
And dreary Deſolation ſweeps the plain ! 
Hail, Britain, hail, fair ſeat of arts, and arms, 
Secur'd by Heav'n from Mars's fierce alarms ! 
No foreign foes can ſhake thy ſtedfaſt iſle, 
Impell'd by hatred, or allur'd by ſpoil; Thy” 
While floating bulwarks guard thy trench, the main, 
How vain their envy, and their rage how vain? 
Hail, Queen of Ocean, in whoſe placid eye 
smiles ſweet Content, and heay'n-born Liberty! 
'Tis thine to hear, far diſtant from thy ſhore, 
The ſmould'ring thunders of the battle roar, 
And bleſs'd in Peace, with Heav'n's beſt gifts abound, 
While War's fierce tempeſts rend the nations round: 
Thus on the Andes, that ſtupendous chain 
Of hills, whence tumbling torrents pour amain, 
The hardy traveller ſees, from Rica's brow, 
The mad ſtorm gathering all its rage below, 
And charg'd with nitre, down the mountain's ſide, 
Impetuous thunders roll, and whirlwinds ride; 
Dreadful they break, while he aloft enjoys 
The calm ſerene of ſummer's evening ſkies. 


But 
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But not unmov'd Britannia's Monarch view'd 
The ſtorm deſcend in ſtreams of Chriſtian blood ; 
Tho Juſtice ſmil'd, and o'er his fav'rite head 
Ker purple wings exulting Conqueſt ſpread, 

His ſoul abhorr'd the ſight, and griev'd to buy 

' Fantaſtic glory at a price ſo high. 

Curſt be the man, who firſt a ſlave to fame, 

And the vain tranſports of a ſounding | name, 
Graſp'd at imperial pow'r, unſheath'd the blade, | 
Made war an art, and murd'rous death a trade; 
But doubly curſt, who lur'd by ſelfiſh views 

The baleful art, and murd'rous trade purſues! 

Far diff rent ſchemes great GzoRGE's care engage, 
Rejoic'd to calm each faction's brutal rage, 
In friendſhip's chain contending Kings to bind, 
And pour the balm of concord on mankind. 
| To Britain's iſle what bleſſings Peace may bring 

In home-ſpun ſtrains full many a bard ſhall ſing: 
My Muſe on fancy's eagle-pinion flies 
To diſtant climes, where other ſuns ariſe; 
Where groves of cedar wave, and trees unfold 
Their dulcet ſtores of vegetable gold; 
Where hills aſpire, beneath whoſe lofty heads 
Her humble glories ſunborn Iris ſpreads; 
And 
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Diffus'd in ſtreams thro' vaſt ſavannahs ſweep, 


There unappall'd the tawny Indian roves 


Thro' fragrant myrtle walks, and citron groves; 


No poiſon'd arrow from the brake he fears, 


No ſavage howl of war diſtracts his ears; 


Secure he ſtrays, and midſt the conſcious ſhade 


Sings amorous deſcants to his ſable maid, 
O fair Laurentia,* o'er whoſe fertile plains 
No ſcourge of Heav'n, no purple Tyrant reigns! 


Bleſt clime, on whom propitious Fortune ſmil'd, | 
When Britain choſe thee for her darling child! 
'Thy ſons no more ſhall darkling grope their way, 


Or blindly follow Reaſon's glow-worm ray 


Wich healing wings the Sun of truth ſhall riſe, 


And light celeſtial beam from eaſtern ſkies; 


The glorious day-ſpring ſhall from high appear, 


While Error's ghaſtly phantoms ſhrink with fear. 


Ev'n now, methinks, thy painted chiefs deſpiſe 


Their Pagan rites, and brutal ſorceries; 


* The country near the River St. Lawrence—by Senecd, all 
Nor 
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Nor prone on earth the thunder's voice adore, 

Not bow to Ketan's monſtrous idol more: 

By pure Religion taught the ſacred road, 
That leads thro' Nature's path to Nature's God, 

The One Supreme with holy love they fear, 

And all the Goſpel's wond'rous truths revere; 

On Faith's myſterious ſcale triumphant riſe, 

Like ſons of light, and claim their kindred ſkies : 

Thus, Spencer ſings, when Una, hapleſs maid! 

Found a kind refuge in the green-wood ſhade, 

A ſhaggy troop of fawns and ſatyrs came, 
And gaz'd, aſtoniſh'd, on the beauteous dame : 
When lo! her wit ſuch gentle force applies 

To win them o'er from vain idolatries; 

From her bleſt lips ſuch holy doctrines flow, 

The ſavage race with pure devotion glow; 

Receive in tranſport her celeſtial lore, 

And burn with heav'nly flames unfelt before. 5 


IJAuxs Scorr, A.M. 
Fellow of Trinity College. 
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ODE XX. 


AT length, Iberia, Heav'n hath ſcourg d thy pride; 
And Albion's ſons thy glitt'ring ſpoils divide. 

In mad ſecurity thy leaders ſmil'd, 

Whom flatt'ring forms of victory beguil d. 

Adorn'd with Aſia's tributary fame, 

From diſtant Ganges red with Gallia's ſhame, 

Pocock the gen'rous ſires of glory warm 

Once more in fight to ſignalize his arm. 

Nor to his bold exploits alone belong 

Parnaſſian laurels, or inſpiring ſong: 
Thouſands before the rival brothers bow; 

And what the Scipios were, are Keppels now. 

Thus, honour'd Sov'reign, while Britannia's cares 

Employ with dignity thy blooming years; 

Be ours in deathleſs poetry to raiſe 

Unmould'ring columns to unblemiſh'd W 

By arts like theſe, the young, the virtuous brave, 

In Wolfe, in Howe, ſhall triumph o'er the grave: 

| By arts like theſe, the patriot ſtands confeſt, 
And all his country burns within his breaſt. 


Although 


r 
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Although deſerib'd in Homer's godlike page, 
Fierce Diomed, and ſtern Achilles rage ; 
Amidſt the nobler tumult of the war 

The milder, ſofter paſſions had a ſhare: 

Lo! fond Andromache paints all her fears, 
And Hector's manly ſoul relents to tears. 

So ſhall the Muſe with elegance deſcend 
The charms of ſocial converſe to attend; 

: Proud to contemplate the domeſtic ſtate, 

More humbly ſtriking, more ſerenely great. N 
Thine be thoſe pure delights that ſweeten life, 
Unhurt by envy, unallay'd by ſtrife : 


To mould the ductile Infancy ; to rear, 
Of Brunſwic emulous, a gen'rous Heir. 
Thus did young Ammon's riſing years diſplay | 
A glorious aptitude for royal ſway: _ 
Form'd by the mighty Ariſtotle's hand, 
And taught the arduous leſſon, to command. 
Throꝰ future ſcenes my ſtretching thought ſhall pierce, 
Times yet unknown but to prophetic verſe : 
When in another GeorGE renew'd we ſee 
And love the fair ſimilitude of Thee ; 
Reſerv'd by Heav'n the ſame bright paths to tread, 
By virtue quicken'd, and by honour led: 
His 


His great ambition this; like Thee to reign, 
And bind his ſubjects in affection's chain: 
Like Thee their guardian Angel to preſide, 

A tender Parent, and a faithful Guide. 


: 
* . 


ODES ON PEACE AND WAR. 81 


To Him the Muſe united ſhall admire 


| STEPHEN SULIVAN, 


" ODE 
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op XXI. 


Non quòd triumphantes carinæ 
Læxtatur una voce Britannia: 
Sed gratiori quod Deus inſulæ 
Secundus inclinàrit aurem, 
Rege beans populum futuro. : 
Hine lata ſumit depoſitas lyrz Dp” 
Camoena vires; ac veluti Deo 1 
nflata, præſagit, quod ætas 
| Sera feret, meliorque, quam quz 
Penna movetur temporis. O Puer, 
Di dent, ut zqua mente, laboribus 
A Patre tranſmiſſos honores . 


rav . 23 . , ? 8 TR. ** 5 7 Tr : 
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Et populi tueare jura: . 
Beate Princeps, quem Pater optimus 
Ad ſceptra curà finget amabili; | 


Primoque maturabit zvo, 
Ad veterum documenta regum. 
A Sic 


Sic ſede avits, fic populi fide 


Conſiliis bene temperatis: 6 


PaiLieevs Yorks, 3 
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ODE XXIL. 


Ar length the hoſtile din of War is o'er; | 

The battle's thunder ſhakes the field no more. 

At length, with Love and Joy in ſmiles combin'd, 

Fair Peace deſcends from Heav'n, to bleſs mankind. | 

Where bleeding earth late groan'd with warriors ſlain, 

She bids the harveſt wave along the plain: 

Where cities ſunk beneath the fiery ſtorm, 

Lo, at her voice confuſion leaps to form! 

| The village dance and courtly pomp confeſs | 
Her the ſole ſource of ſocial happineſs. ; 

No more the cannon's rage ſhall blot the flood; 

The guilty wave no more be ſtain'd with blood: 

But the glad ſail ſhall waft the veſſel o er, 

And ev'ry nation viſit ev'ry ſhore: 

The bleflings of each clime each clime ſhall gain; ; 

Nor Ocean ſpread his mighty floods in vain. 

But chief, the pride of Peace, ſhall FREEDOM ſmile, 

And ſhow'r her glories o'er Britannia's iſle: 

There, clad in Heav'n's own luſtre, TRurE ſhall ſhine, 

And call forth VIX TVE awful form divine. 


Congenial _ 


See the young Mind, while things unknown ſurround, 
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Congenial pow'rs | by native union ſway'd! 
I ſing your kind reciprocated aid. | / 


O PELHAM! Thou to whom the Fade 


The godlike pow'r of wide beneficence; 
Deign to the faithful Muſe thine ear to bend: 


The Muſe is Thine, for ſhe is Freedom's friend. 

And Ye, the Guardians of celeſtial Tru, 
Who form the thought, and ſtrike the fate of youth; 
With candid eye the poet's labour view, 11 


Wbo paints thoſe precepts which he learnt from You. 


Firſt to my ſong, majeſtic Freedom, riſe! 
And call thy twin-born ſiſter from the 8 | 


While ſhe augments Thy pow'r, receives her own. 


In the fond gaze of ardent wonder drown'd, _ 


With native joy each hidden cauſe explores, 
And wakes to action all her free-born pow'rs. 
On bold tho” artleſs pinion, proud to know, | 
She tempts the heights above, and depths below ; 
And, glad thro' wide creation's maze to ſtray, 
| Soars to the founts of intellectual day: 
Propitious Truth applauds her daring wing, 
And ſmiling leads her to her hallow'd ſpring. 


G 3 Nor 


* | — 


> 


Nor leſs fair Truth and Liberty combine 
To warm the breaſt with Virtue's flame divine. 
"Truth bids the Soul to ſcenes of wonder riſe, 


And read her Maker's image in the ſkies; 


Points out, thro' earth below and heav'n above, 


Wiſdom and Pow'r, the miniſters of Love. 
With — Apa 
Sees to admire, admires to imitate. 


Thence Freedom fires the heart, by Truth refin'd, 


To ſpread her equal gifts on all mankind: 


Whom Heav'n thought worthy Being to poſſeſs, | 


She greatly thinks is worthy Happineſs; 


Inſtructs the heart with doundleſs love to glow, 


The gentle eye to melt at human woe: 
Bliſs opens round, obedient to her call: 


And What is Virtue, but what bleſſes all? 


Far other fate attends the free-born mind, 
In the fell chain of ruffian pow'r confin'd 7 
Where tyrant- rage and bigot- frowns controul 
The native efforts of the ſtruggling Soul. 


Thro' fair creation's round tho' beauty reign; + 


For Her, creation's beauty ſmiles in vain: 
In vain yon orbs refulgent roll on high ; 


Shut is each ſenſe, faſt-clos'd her ĩdeot eye: 
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No more intent to view, or fond to hear, © 
Appal'd, ſhe ſtarts at ev ry pow'r unknown, 
And blaſt each virtue op'ning inthe heart; 

| While their vain terrors ev'ry pov r controul, 

Bind thoughts in ſhackles, and ſubdue the ſoul, 

Thus by the damps of coward fear oppreſt, 

The beam of love expires within the breaſt; 

Or, if rekindled, Superſtition's cal! 

Contracts the ray that Heav'n ordain'd for all: 

Impels blind Virtue, in her abje& tate, 

To love that pow'r alone, ſhe ought to hate; 

To court Oppreſſion, and, with mean diſdain, 
To ſtab Kind Freedom, chat would break her chain. 
Hence in the breaſt what ſerpent-monſters riſe! 

Perverted virtue is the blackeſt vice. 

Hence Nature mourns her gentle whiſper ſcorn'd, 

And weeps the Graces into furies turn'd. 

Hence Juſtice drags fair Freedom to her fate; 

And Love deſtroys beyond the rage of Hate: 

Hence heav'n-born Charity herſelf inſpires | 

The ling'ring rack, and flow-conſuming fires ; 

VVT 


oO Granra, warm for Truth, in Virtue wiſe, | 
| To Freedom's aid with generous ardor riſe! 
To thy committed youth the flame impart, 
And ſhoot the fair infection thro? the heart. 
To Heav'n obedient, urge the mild decree, 
Which warn'd mankind, „ SHALL MAKE 
« THEM FREE: 
And prove, by pointing Heav'n's extended plan, 
Bid Britain's ſons with pitying ſcorn behold 
Her treach'rous foes, in lurking treaſon bold: 
Who wiſh'd—yet dar'd not lift the coward hand, 
When late Rebellion ſhook th' aſtoniſh'd land; 
Who glad wou'd fix their Idol on the throne, 
That his unbridled rage might ſhield their own; 
Who veil th Oppreſſor in the flave's diſguiſe, 
Willing to fawn, that they may tyrannizez 
Who ſpurn the gifts of Peace with wild diſdain, 
Tho' Fxeepom and a PaTrIOT-MoNnaRcCH reign. [ 
O did thy kindling youth with raviſh'd eyes : 
See thy bright train of bards and ſages riſe, 


Thy | 


Or liv'd, or dy d, for Truth and Liberty. 
Thy pledge of riſing day, ſee Bacon ſhine! 
And awful NEwToON, Nature's boaſt and Thine! 
Thine moral SpExSsER's heav'n-enkindled flame: 
And Thine the great, long-injur'd MrLToN's name. 
With ſcorn he ſaw deſtroying licence riſe, * 
Saw impious Wit careſs'd in Wiſdom' ory Fall 
And firm to virtue in degew rate days 7 
Preferr'd a world's reproach to guilty praiſe: 
O grateful, twine around his honour'd browwꝰ, 
| The Poet's laurel and the Sage's too! 

How did thine ear the gen'rous ſorrow ſhed, 
| When Truth and Freedom in thy RussgL bled! 

How flow'd the joy, when at the deſtin'd hour 

Thy mitred patriots ſtemm'd the tyrant's pow'r! 

Nor ſhalt thou leſs in virtuous ardour ſhine, 

Still fond to call emerging wiſdom Thine : 
The firſt to chace the gloom, thro' ev'ry age 
Of cloyſter'd ignorance and monkiſh rage; 
From bigot pow r canſt boaſt Ex asus won, 
0 6 

Riſe, GRAN TA, riſe! augment thine vital train; 
Nor let the great examples ſhine i in vain! je 


With 
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With Thee fair praiſe or black reproach muſt dwell, | 
"The friend of Heay'n, or inſtrument of Hell. 
Should'ſt Thou—ſhou'd Is18—by your foes betray d, 
Shou'd your'polluted ſtreams (which erſt refin'd, 
Pour'd truth and wiſdom on the thirſty mind) 

O ſhou d they, poiſon'd by fell Treaſon's hand, 
Diffuſe infeQion thro the tainted land; 


Ho wou'd expiring Freedom curſe the bane, 


And Angels weep their cares for Britain vain! 


But, if the Muſe prophetic may divine, 


| A nobler lot, my Gu Avr, ſhall be Thine; = 


 Ey'n now her raptur d eye, with glad ſurprize, 
| Beholds thy long ſucceſſive glories riſe: 


Thy ſtream, where Heav'n's reflected image ſhines, 


Brightens by age, © and as it runs refines.” 

And o'er the depths of Nature ſpread the da: 
At Thy command, in deep attention hung, 
Shall liſt' ning ſenates bleſs the Patriot's tongue; 


From Thee the Patriot's breaſt ſhall catch the fire, 


Fond for his country's freedom to expire: 
Ty future bards ſhall riſe the tyrant's dread, 
- And pour the Muſes thunder on his head ; 


"ay 


Thy glowing warriors feel the wiſh refin'd, 
And teach the deathful ſword to ſave mankind: 


Thy prieſts, in hope and love humanely wiſe, 

Shall raiſe fall'n man, and guide him to the ſkies; _ .. 

Whilſt Thou, high-rais'd on Freedom's awful throne, | a 
I Dru 
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Sequi Parentem; ; diſce, quæ fit GOR 
Puaterna virtus; quz, ſalutis publics, 
Angie. firmata ; non "i 
Ceſſura plebis, mota nec rumoribus 
Popularis auræ: vim ille ſpeQat ingeni, 
Hominumque mores, Cenſor ipſe civium, 
Rectique judex, nec ſeverus arbiter. 
Felix Alumne! puertiz dum tempora 
Tranquilla ducis, ſzpe bella cogitans 
Proavis peracta, ſæpe quz fit area 
Relicta laudis, et quis imperi metus, 
Moderere pectus (pectus O] ſit Patrium) 


Verile, conſtans, et potens ſemper ſui, 


Faſtidienſque Barbarorum fœdera, 


Calumniæque fortius ſtimulo gravi. 


|  Qudd ſi receſſus, ruris aut ſilentium, 
 Clifdoniumve Te magis culmen juvet ; 


8 On] Abe, diſce W 


Et 
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Et hie Camcenas ſub ſacris penatibus 
Comites tuere: publicas hie Patriz 

Seu pax tuenda; et ponderans libramine 
Momenta rerum civitatis aureo, 
Tempora Camcenis otioſa dividas, 

Felix laborum: Teque Granta proprium 
Jactet Patronum, Teque Principem ſuum. 


Gu1LIELMUs Jones, 
Coll. Div. Petr. Alumnus 
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ODE XXIV. 


5 . . I thank thee! GAs dns, : 


No vain deluſion, when thy mirror bright 
Gather ' d into its convex breaſt, the — 

The pleaſing picture of Futurity; 
What time the Hymeneal torch blaz'd forth, 
And ſympathizing glow of breaſt did paint, 
With ſoft ſuffuſion and with fluſhing fear, 
The animated face of Majeſty. 5 
Handmaid of happineſs! twas then I rov'd 


-  Mutt'ring perverſely, midſt the general joy, 


The airy fancies of prophetic fear. : 
. Ah! what avails it that th'all-gracious Power 
Has fix'd fair Freedom's throne in Britain's iſle; 
That mild Example leads, with friendly hand, 
A nation's Youth thro! virtue's rugged paths; 
That Shame, the perſecutor of the few, = 
Waves her tremendous ſcourge, while Vice's ſons | 
Shrink in cqjifuſion from the dreaded ſtroke ! 
If on the narrow baſe of preſent time 


| Our happineſs ſtands tott ring 5 while one ſtrke 
| Of fate maydaſh her down the precipice! ! 
Y Thou glorious Sun! why does thy riſing cheer 
The heart of man; thy noon-tide blaze mature 
Each fruit; thy ſetting, beam tranquillity; ; 
11, thy courſe run, thou ſink'ſt in Occan's bed, 
No more to iſſue from the vaſt profound ? | 
Thou lovely flow'r! and can it ought avail, 
To bud with virgin modeſty; to waft le 
On the ſoft gale thy fragrance all around? 
It, when thy momentary bloom 1s o'er, 
For ever thou reclin'ſt thy barren head? 
1 Methinks in yonder lake pourtray d I view * | 
The ſpreading influence of a nation's good: Eo 
| See how each motion of the wat'ry bed 
Steals on its circled path from wave to wave! 
And when the cauſe of tumult acts no more, 
And the ſmall round, firſt mov d, does not reflet = 
The ſteady image from its glaſſy front, 
| Behold the diſtant waves on ev'ry ſide 
1 Beat reſtleſs.—Nol to form a nation's bliſs 
| The preſent nought avails; Hope muſt expand 
The wide-ſtretch'd valley of Futurity, = 


# 


And open to the ill-foreboding eye 
The proſpect of perpetuated good.” 
Such were the anxious murm'rings of my mind, 
(Each caſual object of the wand'ring eye, 
Fretting the wound of Patriot diſcontent,) 
When thou, indulgent Maid, to ſoothe theſe cares, 
Paintedſt in viſionary forms th' event, 
The bleſt event, which time has now matur' d. 
© Glow, then, each Britiſh heart with honeſt joy ! 
Exult each voice in animated ſong! i 
And let the day that baniſh'd cold ſuſpenſe, 
And crown'd the hopes of far-cxtended realms, 
Shine in the page of time with pureſt glow! 
Let its return be mark'd with manly mirth ; 
Let the gall'd captive breathe a purer air, 
And the wan face of Miſery learn to ſmile. 
Let ev'ry rolling year renew the feaſt, 
Unſated we ;—till Fate, with noxious blaſt, 
Still taint the reliſh of our happineſs. 
Till Fate—tremendous name! and doſt thou fill, 
Obdurate Fear! doſt thou, thy airy ſword 
Still high impending, daſh the banquet's joy? 
Do thy dark clouds, Uncertainty, obſcure 
The narrow limits of our mortal view? 
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Come, plaling Hope den ty ſoothing pci 7-2 


Clear this horizon with thy cheering beatns, 
And diſſipate the horrors of ſuſpenſe. 

Indulgent Maid! again the mirror brigne 
Enraptur'd I behold: ye airy forms! 
Let me ſurvey you with an heedful eye: | 
Watch your ſucceſſion, read each feature's s glow, 


Interpret each expreſſive attitude. 

Ye little playful throng, on Virtue's robe 

That hang with aſpe& mild; or round her neck 

Cling with reſiſtleſs force ; or from her breaſt. 5 
Draw the ſoft nouriſhment of infancy ; 
How, midſt your general reſemblance, ſhine 

| The varied marks of temper and of fame! 

On your Parental Love, with radiant crown, 

Darts, from full-gliſt'ning eyes, affection's beams. 

Science, with Piety, in pure embrace - HOT 

Here ſtands united: nature's general tie! 

While Superſtition, mourning her loſt friend, 

Turns from the ſcene, and hides her ſtreaming eyes. 
There awful Righteouſneſs and dove-ey'd Peace, 

In heart long join'd, imprint the mutual kiſs; 

While Perſecution, who but now uſurp 'd 

Heav'n's judgment-ſeat, deſpairing breaks her rod. 


N 
| 
| 
| 


_ Kind ſaſt ring Peace! with what a tender hand 
Fall from their graſp the iron chains of War! 
Soon ſhall their limbs benumb'd free motion gain, 
Soon ſhall they print their footſteps o'er the land. 


And now ye vaniſh all !—Indulgent Hope! | 


When in the round of time theſe bleſt events 
Speak by their preſence firm reality, 
Again I'll thank thee: ſoon that day arrive! 

Yet more!—a ſplendid throne! bleſſed ſupports 


Are Wiſdom, Juſtice, Mercy! ſure tis he 
Who hung but now on Virtue's flowing robe, 
BH And drank her precepts in with thirſty eat! 


Full well I ſee thy viſion's high import; 
But oh! for this ſome other bard ſhall raiſc 
The artleſs ſtrains of gratitude : may Age 


And Peace, long ere this, ripen into truth, 
With lenient hand unite theſe bonds of fleſh, 


And ſet the long-impriſon'd captive free. 


J. Hey, M. A. 
Fellow of Sidney Suſſex College. 
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| ODE XXV. 


* wy diu dubiis volitans quæ da 1 


Alrſit abire fuga, et trepido gratarier orbi, 
Emicuit : nec Tu nequicquam, Europa, labores 
| Viſa queri, aut caſſo ſuſpendere vota labello: 


Nec Muſæ periere preces, quin protenus omnes 


Semianimeſque micent digiti, plectrumque retractent 

Deſueti. Quid enim ingratum diſperdere carmen 

Juverit, armorum gemuit dum pondere ripa 

Flandriaca hinc ; illinc Arctoæ diſſona pubis 

Barbaries, patriis modulatas follibus auras 

Eliciens, Pæane viam ſignavit amoro? | 

Torpentique gravem tinnitum incuſſerat auri 

Exploſi ſonus ignis, et illætabile murmur ? 

Eja agite, alati toto decurrite cœlo | 

O Venti, et lætas audite et ſpargite voces. 

Tum decuit filuifſe, tubæ dum triſtis Erinnys 

Tartaream intendet vocem; ne forte n 

Accipiens Indus rideret inania regum 

Murmura bacchantam, et magni ludibria belli; 

Dulcibus ille quidem i in latebris, et Pacis in umbrz ; 
H2 Indigenæ | 


\ 
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| Indigenz recubans, tutiſque potitus arenis: 

At non infelix armorum Europa; (Gradivo 

Hac iter eſt) viden', ut diſcordibus excita monſtris, 

Ut galed turbata comas, ut fletibus ora; 

Ut gremio crudele patet, ſtillatque cicatrix! 
Jamdudum (teſtes Faſti, qui triſte rubentes 

Sanguinis æternas trahitis per ſæcula labes) 

Per terras Mors ſigna tulit, comes addita caſtris, 


Pallentemque agitavit equum; ſimul æquore denæ 
Errantem videre hyemes, quacunque repos'tas 
Nereus fundit aquas, ſeu Serica littora lambens, 
Seu ſalsa Heſperias plangens aſpergine cautes, 
Hlalcyonum in cunas, et naufraga ſæviit ova. 
Ahl quoties fruſtra ripz ulterioris amore 
Velle videbantur dare vela, ægramque trahentes 
Sæpe moram occulto muſſabant littore, Naves; 


Naves, Oceani metuentes æquore tingi! 


Nunc hoſtis ſuper unus, et implacabilis alto 
Solus O fi qua ventos in fœdera cogas 
Luctantes, Liparæe pater, nimboſque ſequeſtra 
Lege premas!—juvat ire tamen, juvat æquora pinu 
Conſerere, et magnum ratibus veſtire profundum. 


Panduntur portus: it ſpumans ardua prora, 


Imperitatque vadis, omnemque capacibus alis 
. Exceptat 


> 
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Littus in Heſperium; ſpoliiſve Orientis onuſta 


Verrit iter, ſulcatque viam. Quocunque receptat 
Se Thetis alta ſinu, per devia regna liquentes 


Pone legunt curſus, veſtigiaque humida luſtrant 
Audaces Dryadum natz ; quas Dædalus actiss 
Firmavit cuneis labor, et contemnere jufſit | 
Vimque Deiim æquoream, et Morti prætendere coſtas. 
Warrenii his victrix, his Anſonis impigra virtus; 
Velivolique Poli, atque Indorum pervius uſus. 

Nec nulla interea eſt populatæ gratia terræ: 

Si cruor ille virum ſterili generoſus arenz 

Luxuriem dedit; et bibulam pingueſcere glebam 

]uſſit, et uberibus culmos nutare ſepulchris. 

Uſque adeo hanc olim venturis fata Napzis 
Invenere viam : neque enim prius aurea quondam, 

Quam ſacro Alcides Acheloia littora tabo 

Laviſſet, Fluviali inolevit copia cornu. 

Qua tandem deducta manu, quibus auſa . 
Pax adferre pedem, Martemque ambire furentem 
Lenibus alloquiis? ibat pulcherrima Virgo 
Te, GEORG, comitante, et 7e, quam magna fremen- 
tem 
Effudit, magno partũs percuſla dolore, 
= Oh | H 3 Frons 
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Frons Jovis. Omnis ibi averſus ſubit enſis operta 


Vaginz ; placidique ibi demum ſede quieſcit. 


Omine quo, glaucum intorquens Germania lumen 


Pacatos ducit cyathis plaudentibus hauſtus: 

Contra elata mari, cautoque Britannia niſu 
Huc illuc regnorum immania pondera librans, 
Explicuit frontem : nec ſpreto fœdere Belgam 
- Difliifle juvat : venerando Hiſpania vultu 
Annuit; et facilem protendit Gallia dextram. 
Adgggeribus Furor Alpinis dejectus, et inter 


Aſſuetumque malo Ligurem Mutinenſiaque arva 


Errabunda, abiit pallens Fuga: Tuque nivalis, 


1 Sanguine puniceos dudum mentite colores, 


Apennine pater, candenti à vertice ſpectas 
Eridanum Hadriaco coeuntem lætius zftu. 
Nec verd infames liquiſti turbidus agros 
Jam primam, et ſævo furaris lumina ludo; 
Scilicet et quondam nodoſo pectore, Mavors, 
Palladium expertus vulnus; quo tempore telo 
: Percitus Atolo, curiſque ingentibus æger 
Impleſti ætheriam lacrymoſis vocibus aulam 
Saucius. Ah! tibi fi ſtillaſſet letifer Ichor, 
Vixiſſent quot morte tua! nunc, pallida turba, 
Voulnera Lethæo ſiccant lacrymaſque fluento. 


Hanc 


obs on bret AND Mn 167 


Hane ſaltem, reduci cui lata Britannia tnater 
Oſcula libavit pubi, coniplere parentis 
Amplexus liceat ; liceat ſupereſſe nepotem, 
Dum vaga funeſtos 3 
Interea, exuvias ſylveſtri redditus arei 
Vinſoriæ aſſigens, lætis diſcrimitiat omnem 0 
Primitiis lucum, et naſcentis pignore famæ, 


Armipotens Juvenis; tenuem cui tollere vocem 
Muſa volens, Famæ clamorem auditque, fateturque 
Eſe ſuo majorem, et vinci gaudet ab illa. 
Nec Te tranſierit (ſi qua eſt ea gloria), blandis 
Qui rabidam imperiis Aquilamque, iraſque Leonum 
Vinc'la recuſantùm et ſero jam Marte rudentam, 


Mulcebas, Sandvice: tuo ſi munere ſtragem 


Terra ſuperfuſam pingui mutavit ariſtà; 


Scilicet et prolem tardè creſcentis olivæ 

Ferali obſcœnæ laurus immiſcuit umbræ, 

Prolem, reginam nemorum; quam læta laborum 
| Ipſa ſuis quondam manibus Tritonia virgo 
2 | Fertur defixiſſe, deditque aſſurgere in auras. 
Cui nunc Aonides, parvæ ſpem gentis, adultos 


H ducunt natos: illi circumque ſupraque, 


Aſſueti Cami ripis et fluminis alveo, 
F rondibus inter ſe ſtrepitant; laſcivit in umbra 
H 4 Stridula 
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Stridula progenies, foliiſque ſub omnibus heret : 
Plurimaque hoſpitibus dependet fiſtula ramis. 

Nec citharz ſolum audiri: quot vulnera rorant 

Sanguineam, totidem ora ſonant, tot hiantia plaudunt, 
Quiſquis is annuerit bonus otia, præque duello 
Tenderit inducias, Martemque excuſſerit orbi; 

Sive Deus, ſeu fit Brunſvici ſanguinis unus. 


Jon. FosrER, 
Coll. Regal. Alumn, 


ODE. 
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ODE XXVI. 


AT length, th' Almighty Providence hath crowd 
A nation's wiſh, and with a new-born Heir 
Enrich'd the Royal line. From ev'ry voice 
Break forth triumphant ſhouts: in ev'ry eye 
Is read unfeigned gratitude and joy. 

In that throng'd city which the ſilver | - MY 
Laves with its ſwelling tide, the cannon, loud 
As pealing thunder, hails th' auſpicious morn 
Sacred to Freedom: ſoon the echoing hills 
To plains far diſtant bear the welcome ſound ; 
Whilſt to each valley, brook, and humble cot, 8 
The village bells proclaim their future King. 
Not ſo the ſons of Mahomet receive 
Their hated tyrant's offspring, the ſure pledge 
Of future ſlavery: crouching at his feet, 
They lick the duſt; and bow their abject necks, 


| Laviſh of titles never due to man. 


Such baſe ſervility may Britain's ſons 
Ever diſdain ! they feel the influence 
Of ſcepter'd Virtue; and with joy ſupport 


A. ſource of terror. They ſhall fall before Him, 


* 
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A throne of freedom: hence they hail, with ſhouts 
Of voluntary joy, their infant Prince, 
Born to defend their liberty and lives. 

Ye guardian Powers, to whom is given the charge 
Of ſacred Majeſty! from every ill 
Shield his defenceleſs infancy : direct 
His youth each day improving; and with health 
Strengthen his manhood. So ſhall He inherit 
His Father's excellence, and live to reign 
(Though none ſhall wiſh to ſee that diſtant day) 
A bleſſing to his people, to his ſoes > Oe | 


Like bending corn beneath the reaper's arm. 


Jonx Rax rv, 


Fellow Commoner of Trinity College. 
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Musr thou, Iberia! who, in envied eaſe, 
And ſoft tranquillity, hadſt ſhar'd the gifts 
Which Peace, profuſe of happineſs, beſtows; 
Whoſe plenteous fields no rude affaults of war, 
Or hoſtile tumults, had diſturb'd; muſt thou 
Scatter fell Diſcord, mingle in a cauſe 
With blood conteſted, and ſtretch forth thy hand 


* To ſuccour Perfidy? How haſt thou dar d 


To tempt the force of Britain's conquering arms; 
And on thy own devoted head let looſe 

TH impetuous torrent of devouring War, 

That gather'd but to deluge Gallia's plains? 
Vain is our counſel, our protection vain, - 

To ſave thee from the gulph of ruin: go, 

Where mad Ambition points the dangerous way, 
And Frenzy bears thee in its headlong tide.” 
Thus ſpoke the Genius of Iberia's realms: 
Then northward cleaving his aerial way, 

O'er Britain's happy iſle he ſtopp'd; where ſat 
High in a radiant and ſuſpended cloud 


Enthron d, 5 
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| Enthron'd, her guardian Deity ; there pois'd 
He ſtood, and thus, with melancholy ſtrain, | 
Addreſs d the tutelary Pow'r: O thou, 1 
Celeſtial Delegate! whoſe care protects 
Lon ſez-encircled realm, which plenty crowns 
With various bleſſings, in profuſion ſhed 
From Amalthea's horn, whilſt the whole world 
Groans underneath the havoc, and dire waſte 
Of hungry War; whilſt frighted nations view 
Their fields, erſt fruitful, barren as the ſand 
Of Lybia's deſerts, or diſtain'd with blood: — ol 
We, who could once, like thee, with ſecret joy 
Gaze o'er a wide dominion, fair as thine, 
Rich with the treaſures of the weſtern world, 
And far renown'd for glory ; hither come = 
To deprecate thy wrath, too juſtly mov id. 


Oh! ſhed once more the healing dew of Peace, 
And, by celeſtial touch awake each heart 
To ſweet humanity; paint thou the woes, 
Unutterable woes, that others feel ; | 
The widow's tears, the helpleſs orphan's cries, 


And nations ſtruggling with oppreſſive weight 


Ol famine, want, and miſery: too long 
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Stern Mars hath rioted in human blood, 
And dealt deſtruQtion o'er the ſhatter'd globe.” 
Our hearts (Britannia's Genius thus replied) | 
Which long with rage and enmity have burn'd, 
Now melt by Mercy's milder influence; 
And, though as ſtubborn as the knotted oak, 
Which foils the artiſt's ſtrong laborious hand, 

| Unknowing to be tam'd by force, or arms, 

To human wretchedneſs the tribute pay 

Of ſympathizing pity: nor is this 

Our ſole incentive to inſpire the love 
Of Peace; for ſee, within yon ſpacious dome 
The ſeat of awful majeſty, there ſleeps 
In ſmiling innocence, an infant Prince, 
Sweet pledge of love, and a whole nation's joy. 
Him for her darling has Minerva choſe, 
And by his Father's ſhining virtues won, 
Hither her empire has transferr'd; well pleas'd 
To fee united in one glorious iſle 
The arts of Athens, and the arms of Rome. 
| To us the pleaſing office is conſign'd, 
Obſervant o'er his tender years to watch, 
And guide his ſteps thro' the precarious paths 
Of infancy and youth. The op'ning bud & 


1 
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Of reaſon to unfold, to grace his mind 
With ev'ry virtue that becomes a Prince, 
And with the patriot's blend the hero's fire, 

_ Herſelf deſigns. Back to thy charge, aſſurd 
That gentle Peace ſhall huſh the din of arms, 
And ſocial Friendſhip re-unite the hearts 

Of Briton and Iberian ; Gallia too, 

Whoſe drooping head and countenance of woe 
_ Grief and affliction ſore evince, reviv'd, 

| Shall taſte the balm of long deſir d Peace.“ 
The Genius ſpoke. Iberia's guardian Pow'r | 


Was cheer'd, and backward thro' the airy way 
= He wing'd his rapid journey, and reſum'd 


His late-left ſtation, and negleRed charge. 


ROBERT GRANAM, 
Scholar of Trinity College. 


ODE 
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ODE XXVIII. 


ExiLD too long from Europe's hoſtile plain, 
Where haſt thou fix'd, fair Peace, thy gentle reign? 
Oh, ſay what happier ſoil with open arms 
Receiv'd thee, frighted thence by War's alarms? 
Doſt thou on Aſia's fragrant plains inhale 
= From cach ſoft breeze Arabia's ſpicy gale . 
Thoſe eaſtern plains throꝰ each ſucceſſive age 
Feel the full force of War's continued rage: 
To find thee midit thoſe fields we ſtrive in vain, 
Whoſe ſoil's enrich'd each year with millions flain. 
Or are the diſtant empires of the weſt 1 
With thy ſoft pow'r and genial influence bleſt? 
Doſt thou midſt pathleſs woods delight to ſtray? 
There ſavage Indians on each other prey; + 


And there, from fire to ſon tranſmitted down, 


*Twixt tribe and tribe eternal diſcord's fown. 
| Where yet remains the Goddeſs' ſteps to trace? 
Say, ſhall we ſeek her mongſt the ſwarthy race 
Of Afric's climes?—'midſt towers and moſques behold 
Her ſhrine far 3 with barbaric gold! 1 
* 
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But aukward hands the ill-ſhap'd fabric rear'd, 
And no nice touches of fair art appear'd. 
Here fits the Goddeſs with dejected air, 


In ſullen pomp; alas! how chang'd from Her 


Who erſt, enthron d in her Britannia's iſle, 
Made Europe feel the influence of her ſmile! 


But now, in dull inglorious eaſe ſhe reigns, 


*Midit barren deſerts, and o'er barbarous ſwains, 
Reclining on her throne in lonely ſtate; 
No Muſe, no Art, no Science, round her wait : 


See on her cheek the roſe has ceas d to glow, 


And her own olive wither'd on her brow! 
Thus long the Goddeſs mourn'd her abject lot, 


cc The world forgetting by the world forgot = 
When, ſtarting from her ſolitude, the hears 


A well-known diſtant voice ſalute her ears. 


Come to my arms, ſweet Peace, {Britannia cries;) 


Come to my arms, (the Libyan coaſt replies :) 


Come, in thy favourite iſle reſume thy throne, 


And make Europa once again thy own. 


The Goddeſs hears with joy the pleaſing found, 


And ſprings exulting from the hated ground: 
See her on out-ſtretch'd pinions ſwift advance, 


And quick as l:ghrning cut the blue expanſe; 


To 


And lol at length the chalky cliff appeas : 


Light-gliding thro' the yielding air ſhe flies; 


Near and more near Auguſta's towers ariſe : 

| Auguſta's towers receive the dame divine; 
Midſt ſhouts of joy ſhe re- aſſumes her ſhrine: 
Then bids great GORE all jarring feuds compoſe, 
And huſh the warring nations to repoſe. 
The Monarch, faithful to the charge, obeys 
The ſoft command; deliberate he weighs 
Each diff rent int'reſt in impartial ſcale, | 
Nor lets oppreſſion over right prevail; 

Fior wide the influence of his power extends, 
Th' oppreſs'd he raiſes and the ſtubborn bends: 
Drives to its former bounds uſurping pow'r, 
And ill-got conqueſts bids proud kings reſtore ; 

| Bids every hoſtile noiſe and tumult ceaſe, 

And Europe taſte the long-loſt ſweets of Peace. 
Thus when the Danube, ſwoll'n with winter's rains, 
O'erflows its channel, ruſhing o'er the plains, 
Horror and deſolation mark its courſe: 
But ſhou'd old Neptune riſe to check its force, 
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: Loxs had fell Diſcord's bloody flag unfurl'd 
Appall'd each nation of the trembling world : 

In dreadful ſilence now the deep'ning band 
Wide o'er the plain in ſhining order ſtand ; 

At length, behold the battle's fury riſe; 

And mingled ſhouts and groans invade the ſkies! 
Death rages, In his fierceſt form reveal d, 
And reaps the living harveſt of the field. 

Thus curs'd Ambition ſheds her deadly bane, 


And waſted kingdoms ſigh for peace in vain. 


Britannia's King with gen'rous grief ſurveyd 
 Diſtreſs'd mankind, and lent his peaceful aid. 
Huſh'd at his voice, the madd'ning tumults ceaſe, 
And all the War's loud tempeſt ſinks in Peace: 
Fair Liberty exults ; th'ambitious Gaul 

No more in fancy graſps the conquer'd ball; 
Returning Plenty hears the great command, 
And op'ning Commerce joins each diſtant land. 
So, where the garden's fragrant walks extend, 
Wich fudden rage impetuous rains deſcend ; 
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Rent by the tempeſt in their deny bels, 
Es Galt Graging be: * 
But now the ſun's i invigorating ray ” 
Diſpels the tempeſt, and reſtores the day; 4 
Wich freſher ſweets the breathing flowers revive, 
And the glad bee with fragrance fills her hive. 


H. Sexyouse, 


Chriſt's College. 


ODE 


| | Tberizque faſtus indignans cadit. 
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| Quin lætiore ſole ſplendeant dies; 
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ODE XXX, 


Comcuss 4 fue Mare propugnacula, 


Arces labantes, perque totum cœruli 


| Regnum tyranni vi, repulſæ neſcia, 


Claſſes fugatz, milliumque vincula 
Induta manibus, et triumphi plurimi, 


| Quos Phoebus oriens, quoſque conſpexit cadens, | 
Nomen Britannis, non brevi delebile 

2 Evo, dederunt. Jamque Gradiyo Patri 
Torvzque Nemeſi, et cœde gaudenti Dez 
Sat immolatum eſt. Crebra jam perjuria, 


Fidemque læſam victa luget Gallia, 


Interque medias deſinat vitorias 


Plorare conjux fida, rapti percita 
3 Damno mariti ; deſinat tandem irritis 
Patrem peremptem fletibus virgo inſequi, 


Orbata jam tutore, qui greſſus regat 


Vitz future varia per diſcrimina. 
Hic tam dolenda Martis infortunia 


n Dirique 
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Dirique caſus arceantur; et procul 
Faſtidioſa fugiat hinc victoria. 
** =pris, grata morituro his, 
Pax alma, tanta quz mederi vulnera, 
Genteſque vinclis foxderum componere 
8 Dignare tandem; nulla te poſthac fames 
Auri, aut honoris, nullus armorum furor 

Poſſit beatis ſedibus detrudere. 

Te dura Britonum leniente pectora, 

| Mollique permulcente defeſſos ſinu, 


F elicitatis ſpes oborta maximæ | 
|  Genti huic videtur. Fama, quanta avidiſſimos 
Satiare poſlit, laudibus Britanniz | 
| Faſtos replevit. Utriuſque mercibus 
Naves onuſtas Indiz felicibus 
Ventis profundi Rector æquoris advehit. 
Artes colendas, commodoque publico 
Inſervientes, ſinguli pariunt dies. 
Iſtis fruendi copiam nobis diu 
Divina largiatur Indulgentia. 
Et, integris ut efferamur gaudiis, 
GeoRG1o diu fruamur auſpice ; 
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R. Pruur rz, S. T. P. 
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5 ODE XXXI. 


War time ane with wide-waſting 2 
Gave Death to riot o'er the bleeding land; 
From the world's view her ſteps ſad Commerce bore, 
To muſe along the bjllow-beaten A 
There, while ſeas ſwell, and tempeſts idly rage, 
Of happier days ſhe form'd the glad preſage ; 

Nor form'd in vain : once more her wiſh aſpires 
To future rule, as War's ſtern train retires ; 
By pleaſing hopes of laſting concord wrought, x 
Scenes of unbounded empire ſtretch her thought. 
With tranſport-darting looks ſhe eyes the main, 
And thus revolyes the glories of her reign. 
Ves; it is come; the period now appears, 
For which I've labour'd ſuch a length of years; 
Since firſt, by bold Phoenicia taught, the ſhip 
With bellying canvas bounded o'er the deep. 
What ſeas, what regions have I wander'd o'er, 
A vagrant exile, toſs'd from ſhore to ſhore! 


Strange! ſince thro' me, whatever clime I grace, | 
Plenty's full meaſure flows on human race. 


What 
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What tho' I teach the ſnow-encruſted plain 
To bluſh with eaſtern fruits, or wave with grain; 
Or bid wide Earth her hidden hoards unfold, | 
Rocks give wer gen, and mountain tem wit gold; | 
In vain protection have I dar'd to claim, | 
Driv'n from the walls my bounty rfis'd to > RAN 

IIl- fated climes, in ſloth, in flav'ry loſt ! 

What now remains of all ye once could boaſt; 


| Your crowded ports; the ſcenes my influence yields; 
Oil-dropping woods, and corn-rejoicing fields? 

Who now the tyrant Ocean ſhall command, 

When tides tumultuous roll o'er half the land; 
Or, where on heaps aſpiring waves aſcend, 


Teach o'er the flood the pile-propp'd arch to bend? 


O Latium! once illuſtrious, once ador'd 
By proſtrate kings ! of conquer'd earth the lord! 
Sce Vanity, with Folly's motley train, 

Throng your towns, temples; trill the languid ſtrain; 
Lead the looſe dance; or court officious gales - Fa 
To fill for her your odour-breathing ſails. 

Did J for this bid Tyber's flood receive 

What waves could roll, winds waft, or countries give? 
5 More happy Britain! round whoſe chalky ſides 
Obedient ſeas pour tributary tides. | 


Whatever 
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| Whatever earth's emboſom'd ſtores contain, 

From the chill regions of the northern main, 

To where Golconda or Peru reſigns 

Gem- glitt ring rocks, and treaſure-ſwelling mines, 

Crowd to thy coaſts: I ſee the times draw near, 

Then ſhall your ſons with Attic ſpirit bend 

The wid'ning arch; the pillar'd roof extend; 

Tell on the poliſh'd ore what kings once ſhone ; 

Or from the canvaſs, or the featur'd ſtone, 

Bid life leap forth; while, inſpiration caught, 
All nature opens to the poet's thought. 
Vet more; my pow'r's full influence ſhall be found, 
Where other oceans other ſhores ſurround. 

See cities, temples, riſe, where rocks or ſands 

Stretch o'er wild waſtes, and half unpeople lands! 

The fell barbarian, led by me, ſhall find 

More gentle virtues break upon his mind; 

And peaceful learn, his wood-entangled den 

And comrade beaſts forgot, to live with men. 

O! come the days, when, partial ties unknown, 
| Mankind's mix'd intereſt ſhall unite in one; 
When kingdoms, by the law of love ally'd, 
No wars ſhall tear, fears vex, nor feuds divide. 
3 2 — 


| ODEs ON PEACE AND WAR 


- Till in the world's wide regions rage no more 
| Moon-ſtruck Ambition, blood -polluted Pow'r, 
All-graſping Av'rice, Rapine, civil Hate; 
But one great Union ſtretch o'er ev'ry ſtate : 
In each one general faith, one law be found, 
| And Virtue bid all ſocial bliſs aboud. 


Tromas NEVILLE, B. A. 


Fellow of Jeſus Callege, | 


' ODE 


ODE xxxIU. 


1 


| STRETCH'D op a rock in penſive mood, 


Viewing beneath the haughty flood, 
Britannia drooping lay; 


being her once glorious Rate, 
When ſtyl'd the happy and the great, 
5 And ſov'reign of the ſea: 


| II. 

She ſeem d to wail theſe titles loſt, 

No fleets ſhe ſaw, the former boaſt 
Of her unrival'd trade: 

She wept, alas! her trade 1 

Her flag defy d, her trophies gone, 

And troops now mere parade. 


III. (an! 
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=” 
(Ah! that thoſe legions, which might awe | 


| The pride of nations, and give law 
To Louis on his throne, 
Shou'd, by our mad inteſtine jars, 
Be thus reſtrain'd from glorious wars 
To beat their arms at home.) 


In ſuch diſtreſs, lethargic Spain 
Inſulting, dar'd her on the main, 
While Faction ſtay'd her ſwordz 
Hence, the vain Gaul aſſum'd the God, 
To humble nations at his nod, 

1 Europe's only Lord. 


V. 
Hence, when ſhe found evin conqueſt vain, 
Such war unable to ſuſtain, 
She ſternly left the field. 
At length, ſhe cry'd, Stay, Ceſar, iow; 3 
Stay thy uplifted fruitleſs ſpear, 
And raiſe the guardian ſhield, 


VI. | 
She cry'd; when lo! a radiant form, 
Bright as the purple-finger'd morn, 
4 Her face was freſher than the May, | 
Wich all the ſmiles of love. 


| VII. 
Briſk as young Iris locked the maid, 
1 The Cherub Peace; now ſent to ad 
- Her ever-fav'rite friend: 
| (So flew to Eve, as Milton ſings, 


His guardian help to lend.) 


3 VIII. 

With her there came a goodly crew, 
Mirth, Joy, and Friendſhip ever true, 
And Freedom from the north ; | 
Above the reſt did Plenty ſtand, 

With horn luxurious in her hand, 


The Seraph veil'd with gorgeous wings, 


I X. 
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Nor noiſy Bacchus did diſdain 


To join among that comely train, 
Holding a cluster d vine: 
Where Arts and ſhine. 


Much chang'd fair Britain ſeem'd to ſight; 
They ſcarcely knew her in this plight, 
So ſunk in ſad deſpair: 

Her Muſes mourn'd, her Arts declin'd, 
And Commerce rav'd, Religion pin'd; 
Buch were th' effects of War. 


T XI. 

The ſmiling train now nearer drew; 
Peace to her drooping fav'rite flew, 
Saluted her, and ſmil'd: | 
Britannia ſtarted at the ſight, | 
As one aſtoniſh'd with delight 

; To find a long-loſt child. 


25 Enraptur'd 
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XII. 
Enraptur'd ſhe +return'd th' embrace, 


Kissed, with—All hail | the Cherub's face, 


And welcom'd ev'ry gueſt; 


Peace by her fide, like that bright ſtar 
The Magi found in th' caft. 


XIII. 


I ſtate they paſs d the banks of Thame, 


Till to an ancient dome they came, 
Sacred to holy Paul: 
Acclaiming millions round 'em throng, 
And Io Pzans were their ſong ; 
Peace, was the voice of all. 


XIV. 


Rebellion's hydra hid each head, 
And Faction ſunk to hell. 
Then all was chang'd to feſtal mirth; 


Such is the reign of Peace on earth, 


Where'er ſhe deigns to dwell. 


XV. Then 


Soon War, and Want, and Famine fled; 


| , + 
Then ev'ry bard began his lays ; 
The Laureat try'd to ſing her praiſe, 
| Tho' tuneleſs was his lyre: | 
vn youths like me, unknown to fame, 
| Hop'd, when inſpird by ſuch a theme, 
| To breathe the Theſpian fire. 


XVI. 
| Nower'ry youth and nymph was ſeen 
Tripping it deftly on the green, 
To teſtify their joy: 
The ſons of Bacchus crown'd the bowl, 
_ Pleaſure and peace poſſeſs d each ſoul, 
Mirth was their glad employ. 


XVII. GE 
The whilling binds to tillage haſte: 
So when the ſtorm and winds are paſt, = 
And winter is no more, 

The buſy bee with joy takes wing, 

Breaks forth to labour and to ling, 

Wanton in plentoons fines. | 

; - : r 
Fellow of Trinity Hall. 
K Guy 


oDE xxXXIII. 


O rv, qui placido moderamine cundla gubernas, 
Diffundens radios, pelagum ceelumque ſerenum 
Reddens, lætitiamque ferens mortalibus =gris, 
Propitius votis faveas, adſiſque precanti {8 

O quam Te celebrem ! qui nomen amabile ben. 
Quo nec amabilius Muſis nec dulcius ullum, 


Poſt tantas animorum iras, triſteſque ruinas 
VUrdium et agrorum, juſſiſti præpete penn? 

De cœlo labi, noſtraſque reviſere terras. 

Deſeribent alii meliùs, queis pectore toto 
Phoebus adeſt, ſœdi furibundos atque cruentos 

Horrores belli; Britonumque inſignia facta 
Heroum, CuuRν Ducis: mihi carmine fas ſit 
Inculto Pacem celebrare, et Pacis amantem 


Ru, nunc reducem, redimitum tempora oliva: 


Ac gentis noſtræ FxEpErIeuM ſpem omine læto 


| 


HFaud fucatus Amor patriæ Pietaſque Fideſque : 
At procul Ambitio, atque auri qu6que dira Cupido, 
Perpetuæ belli cauſz comiteſque, fugantor ' 

| Juſtitia, fortique animo et virtute Gon. 
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Murm'ring at fate, and pining for a name; 

Obſequious Fiction trophies muſt ſupply, 

And ev'ry mimic art be taught to lie; 

— Blooming in paint th ideal heroes ſhine, 

Fron on a buſt, or triumph in a coin; 

Or owe their ſickly honours, ſnatch'd from death, 

To venal pens and proſtituted breath. . 

Thy worth, caEAT PIM ex, forbids th'officious care; 
Teal can't improve what envy can't repair: 

Glories like yours that mean to laſt, deſert 

Muſt be their baſis, and their ſhrine the heart. 

Falſe heroes fink, Oblivion's eaſy prey, 

Loſt in the gulph, the bubbles of a day. 

Him ſhall each patriot Muſe's toit record, 

| Who fights for juſtice with a conqu'ror's ſword ; 

Pants to reſtore his trophies, not increaſe, 

And, *midſt the ſhout of triumphs, ſighs for Peace: 


Winds waft for Him the ſpoils of diſtant lands, 


4 


O'er the wild heath and deſolated plain 
e 855 
m TIT” 7 
Cements diſ- union, reconciles debate, 

And, like repairing Nature, ſheds the der 
| Such if there be, proclaim him, Fame, divine, 
And ſpeak him born of Bzauwswick's royal line. 

Not ev'ry cauſe can juſtify a War, 
And plead the Father's love, or Prince's care. 
Baſe was the pride, that ſet the Greek in arms, 

And ſigh'd to give a ſecond world alarms: 
Unmanlier his, whoſe troops indignant bore 
Mock ſpoils, and trophies from the ſcoffing ſhore, 


Ah! let not tyrant Luſt, or Fancy's heat, 


E'er drag the ſoldier from his native ſeat ; 
Let Reaſon ſteel his courage gainſt the foe, 


| And canſcious ſenſe of juſtice urge the blow. 


To hold the troublers of the world in awe, 
Fix Pride her bounds, and give Ambition law; 
Io balance with a ſtrong and ſteady hand 
I be rights of kings, and Europe's fate command: 
| Here, Britons, here, be prodigal of blood; 

Gronck owns the cauſe, and Heav'n ſhall prove it 


K 3 5 vet 


Virtue's free ſhout, and Vict'ry's loud alarm ? 


Vet Faction eryd .. Tis treaſure raſhly ſpent 5 

% To brave the tyrants of the Continent: "mJ 

* Well truſt nor tented field, nor trenched wood; 

4 Rocks be our trenches, and our field the flood. 

% Driv'n from his ports, and haunted o'er the main, 

« Th'infulted Gaul ſhall gnaſh his teeth in vain.” 

_ Ah! mean deſerters of your country's name, 

| Whoſe ſpoils are plunder, and whoſe trophies ſhame, 

| Guiltleſs of fraud, nor diſciplin'd to flight, F [ 

. Let Britain triumph in her valour's right; . 

| Still be her praiſe to loath th' inglorious ſcar, 

| © ſhades of Engliſh heroes, great and good, 
Edwards and Henries, bath'd in Gallic blood; 

And Tnov, whoſe Genius thund'ring at the Mayne 

High ſhook the ſtandard of Oud'narda's plain: 

Say, where's th'enchanting ſound that wont to charm 


O! yet to lateſt times (if Fate command 

Peace eier ſhould wing her flight from Albion's ſtrand) 
Still may new Creſſys bleſs the ſoldier's eyes, 
New Agincourts and Dettingens ariſe ; 

Nor leſs to Bourbon's hoſt, than fleet, be ſaid, 
= Here be thy barriers, here thy pride be ſtaid.” 


Let kingdoms riſe or fall, be flaves or free, 
The ſelfiſh ſoul is bounded by the ſea; 


« Shine ſtars to Him, let partial Hear'n proyide * 


Light for His ſpot, be darkneſs all beſide , 


Vou ſcatter far your bleſſings unconfin'd, 
Free as the rains or dews, on all mankind ; 
Hence freedom, genuine fruit of Britain's ille, 


Tranſplanted lives, and blooms in foreign ſoil; 


So pours the ſun to worlds beneath his ſway 
The genial brightneſs of their various day; 
All feel the vital heat his rays diſpenſe, 

And bleſs the wide diffuſive influence, 


Lou ſaid, Let Naſſau rule,” and Terror fled : 


And He, whom Alps defenceleſs left and bare, 


Found in thy ſocial ſtrength, a ſure barrier. 
Auſtria, like ſhips amidſt the tempeſt, far'd ; 
Sunk with each ſhock, at every blaſt deſpair'd: 
Shatter'd and wand'ring in the gulph of war, 
She ſaw the friendly light that beam'd afar, 
As midnight pilots hail the Polar ſtar. 


join 
Britannia' $ Humber to imperial Rhine; 
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The Belgian ſaw his foe approach with dread, 


| 


To ſhake the Gaul's _ . 'twas Youn to 


Obedient Iſter lent thee all his ſtreams, — 
Scatter d their fleets, and rag d from Pole to Pole: 
He too, when, Europe trembling o'er the blow, 
Thy fate triumphant rode on Anſon's prow, 
To aid thee, ſwell'd his ſtorms with fierceſt breath, 


: And Gallia's ſullen Genius ſue for Peace: 


| Heav'n, that had pois'd the balance, ſaw them fail ; 
Juvsriex and Gon preſs'd down their guilty ſcale, 


Da vid GRAHAM, 
Fellow of King's College, 
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Map with the thirt of glory, Philip's fon 


| And felt no joy, till triumph was no more. 
From the ſame ſource what different ſorrows ran! 


And here the Chriſtian wept, and there the man. 
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ODE xxxv. 


Mourn'd o'er the bounded conqueſts he had won; 


Proud of a conqueror's, not a monarch's ſword, 


He wept, no other world ſhould want a lord. 
Led by the love of freedom and mankind, 


GeoRGE gain'd that world the tyrant wept to find; 
Heard every orphan'scry and widow's moan, 


He wept the ſtern neceſſity of power, 
From equal power what different wiſhes roſe, 


One long'd for friends, the other wanted foes; 


WIILIAu Heney CAMPBELL, 
Fellow Commoner of Pembroke Hall. 


ODE 
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ODE XXXVI. 


e — 


"Twas Diſcord paſs'd—mark'd ye the ſprite} 
Mark'd how ſhe fled in wild affright, — 
By Fear and Rage purſu'd? 5 | 

| While Faction, ſkulking at her fide, = 
With eyes aſkance, would fain deride | 3 I 
Whate'r is juſt and good. 0 


On ruin bent, th accurſed bang 
Fly to ſome mad, devoted land, | 
Where Pride and Av'rice reign ; 
By rumour's aid, in freedom's guiſe, 1 1 
They ſound th'alarm; the legions riſe, | 
And tumult rends the plain. 


111. Unhappy 


DES ON-PEAPE n WAR, 


III. 
Unhappy land! I feel thy fate ; 2 
Such brooding terrors round thee wait 
As ſhook Britannia's iſle, 
Before her guardian Genius broke 
From off her neck the galling yoke, 
IV. | 
Ev'n now I hear the ſoothing ſtrain, 
See harmony's congenial train 
MWith calm compoſure riſe; _ 
To Peace they tune the warbling lyre ; 
Heroes (hall catch the temp'rate fire, 
And Victory grow wile. 


| V. 
With frantic grief and ſtreaming eyes, 
No more the widow'd parent flies 
4 wall mourn her ſlaughter'd boy: 
No more ſuſpicion, wayward gueſt, 
Feeds on the love-lorn virgin's breaſt, 
Paois'ning her ev'ry joy. 


1 
* 
F 


| To vainer boaſt ſuperiorfar, 
Diſdaining gairiſh ſhow : 
Tis mine (ſhe cry'd), and ſtretch d her hand, 
To ſnatch from care my fainting land, 
And bid quick comfort flow, 


VII. 
Thus have I ſeen the village ſwain 
With pleaſure view the gath'ring rain, 
Or plenty-boding ſhower ; 
With frugal haſte turn ev'ry rill, 
Exert with pride his ruſtic ſkill, 
To cheer each drooping flower. 


SANFORD HARDCASTLE, 
Trinity College. 
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ODE. XXXVIL. 


Lxr Gexce Barbarians bathe the purple plain, = 
And proudly triumph in their thouſands flainz _ 
Be theirs the ruthleſs joy, with laviſh hand 
| To ſpread fell famine o'er each fertile land; 
Britannia's King has nobler taſks aſfign'd : 
*Tis His to poliſh and preſerve mankind, 
Midſt jarring realms to bid grim Diſcord ceaſe, = 
And bind conſenting workds in chains of Peace. 
« Be Peace,” he ſaid ; obedient to his word, = | 
War ſtood abaſh'd, and Slaughter dropp'd the EY 
Commerce from hence her drooping head ſhall raiſe, 
Again reviving Seience claim the bays ; 
The peaſant, undiſturb d, ſhall turn the ſoil, 
And reap the wages of his uſeful toil; 
Britannia's ſons ſhall ev'ry bleſſing know 
Which man can wiſh, or Brunſwick can beſtow. 
If ſach great acts, illuſtrious Prince, adorn 
Thy riſing beams, and gild thy opening morn, 
How wilt thou ſhine in life's meridian blaze, 
And warm the world with thy propitious rays, 


When 


| When rip ning time has ev ry ſeed refin'd, 


Boldly ſhould pant to emulate thy fame, 
And ftrive to join thy virtues to thy name. 


obe oe aer AB Wk 


Which bounteous Heay' n implanted in thy mind! 
For thee, great Prince, the bard ſhall twine the wreath, * 
For thee the Painter bid the canvaſs breath : * 


Then, in unfading colours, ſhouldſt thou ſtand 
Each future GzoxGe, with thirſt of glory fir d. 
By Honour, Liberty, and Thee inſpird, 


| 2 CrarLEs Foor, ? 
| Scholar of Emmanuel College. | 
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ODE XXVII. 


Hicn on « diff, whoſe folitary bro: .; 
Frown'd o'er the deep tempeſtuous gulph below, 
Britannia ſat; full frequent heav'd the ſigh, - 
And grief's dull languiſh floated in her eye; 
Wich wild emotion ev'ry feature wrought, 
Her air was ſorrow, and her look was thought. 
What! tho' the palm her cinQur'd temples bound, 
And Vic ys clarion breath'd her fame around 
T wines not the thorn through glory's laureate wreath, 
Or ſwells not conqueſt's ſound the blaſt of death? 
Penſive, ſhe ſaw her people's ſtreaming gore 
Tinge ev'ry ſea, and float on ev'ry ſhore. 
Nor War alone deſtroy d th' embattled train 
The clime pour'd wrath, and ev'ry breeze was bane... 
But lo! fair Peace, in radiant pride deſcends, 
And meek-ey'd Virtue at her ſide attends; _ 
While Union's angel-form aloft in air Ow, 'v 
Waves his white enſign o'er th immortal pair, 1 


| Onward they bear the olive's golden bough, 


And braid its foliage round Britannia's brow; | 
Sooth'd 
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Sooth'd by the boon her ſorrows ſink to reſt, 
i And joy relumes the ſun-ſhine of her breaſt. 
So when the dove, from nature's wild uproar, 
| Her ſpoil air blooming to the Patriarch bore, 
His liſted eye the branch of Peace ador'd, 
| And hai d the omen of a world reſtor'd. 
Comme then, bleſt Concord! come, ye Halcyon hours? 
No trumpet clangs, no wrathful thunder roars: 

On Wezer's banks no more deſtruction raves, 

Where arms loud claſſi d, and foes encounter'd ſoes, 
| The flow'rets bloſſom, and the flocks repoſe : 
Plenty and Pleaſure lead the choral band, 
| Andev'ry bleſſing ſpreads o'er ev'ry land. 

Let ſcepter'd Tyrants mount the trophied car, 
And ſcatter havock from the wheels of War; 
Curſt by mankind, they lance the lightning's flame, 
And ink in virtue as they riſe in fame, = 
Far nobler He, who ſheaths the murd'rous blade, 
And cloaths his mountains with the olive's ſhade; 

'Whoſe patriot wiſdom civil life refine, = 

| Whoſe radiance warms and bleſſes as it ſhines. 

| Such Britain's Prince; whoſe dawning beam diſplays 
The milder glories of unſully'd praiſe W 

3 Tis 


Throꝰ each dependence to the ſovereign cauſe; 
Some Milton plan his bold impaſſion'd theme, 
Stretch'd on the banks of Orellana's ſtream ; ; 

Another Shakeſpeare ſhall Ohio claim, 
And boaſt its flood ally'd to Avon's fame. 


"Tis His to break Oppreſſion's galling chain, 
And fix, o'er India, Freedom's gentler reign. 
See! where on Canada's untutor'd youth, 
Already beam the rays of heay'n-born trathſ—= 
See] plunte-crown'd chiefs each ſocial bleſſing taſte, 


And riſing towers adorn th'illumin'd waſte ! 
See! cultur'd meads their golden fruits difplay, 
Where rang'd the hunter, ſavage as his prey! 
No more the Sachem views Kiwaſa's form 

Frown in the cloud, or mutter in the ſtorm; 
Religion's beams the darkſome miſts diſpell, 
Which Ign'rance broods in Superſtition's cell. 
Ev'n there ſhall Science ſpread her hallow'd ſtore, 
And Arts fair empire grace Ontario's ſhore ; 
Some future Locke, with Reaſon's keeneſt ray, 
Pierce the rich fount of intellectual day, 


The ſubtle ties of complex thought unbind, 


And fix each movement of the varying mind; 
Some ſecond Newton trace Creation's laws 


LE There 
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There 19 bel Sculpture warm the featur lone, X 
And Canvas glow with beanties not its own; 

With Bxunswick's name ſhall each Savannah ſound, 


And Attie Muſes ſport on Indian ground. 


So when Auguſtus bade his conqueſts ceaſe, 
Again he triumph'd in the works of Peace; 
With Honour's wreath the civic palm entwin'd, 
Poliſh'd with arts, with laws reform'd mankind ; 
Supreme he roſe, the Father of his State, 
Good without pride, and amiably great. 


Jonx Law, 
Tancred's Student of Cbriſt's College. 
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ODE XXXIX. 


I. 


O SPEED ye hence your lingering 9 1 
Conceal your hideous forms in night, 
Ye fiends of blood and rage 
Deſtruction's purple ſcene is clos'd, 
In healing reſt hath Heaven repos'd 
The half-unpeopled age. 
: II. 
Tho? conqueſt crown'd our heroes arms, 
And honour ſpread her dazzling charms, 
Io veil War's direful face; 
The victors check'd their generous hoſt, 
Mourn'd the ſad price their glories coſt, 
And, conqu'ring, ſigh'd for Peace. 


L2 III. Parent 


: III. 
Parent of arts, of joys refin'd, 
Firm on the breaſts of all mankind 
Found thy eternal throne: 
Where- e er extends thy lenient power, 
'Tho' nature's ſcantieſt bounty lower, 
Content and blifs are known. 


In cold Lapponia's rigid ſkies, 
Where ſullen ſuns ſcarce deign to riſe, 
Bleſt is the peaceful fwain: 
The ſultry Ethiop's joy is Peace; 
Secure he plies the burning chace, 
Nor dreads a Chriſtian chain. 
| 3 v. 
Ye happier climes! where Science pours 
From Reaſon's mine her precious ſtores, 
O O bid her ſons record — 
| What aids to ſtrengthen Virtue's bands, 
To curb Oppreſlion's guilty hands, 


VI. Sweet 
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_ 
Steal ſoftly oer the warrior mind; | 
With arms let fierceneſs ceaſe: 

Let rougher — Es Rr 
Nor ought diſturb the gentle tide | 


vu. _— 

Then War's wide waſte ſhall be repair d, 
Nor matrons fruitleſs cries be heard 3 

E grieve: 

reſtor'd, 

All hail! domeſtie j Joys 

When fields, woods, houſes, nat, 

= The ſon, the huſband live} 


VIII. | 
No more yon lofty ſhips that braves 
The angry Ocean's foaming waves, 
A hoſtile view . 
Commerce alone expands the ſail, 
And every clime, and-every gale, 
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The gems of Ind, the ſpicy ſtore, 
The ſhining ſilks from Perſia's ſhore, 
| And Afric's golden ſtream ; 
Secure we fetch from every coaſt, 

Or pleaſing fancy dream. 


oe 
Theſe be thy triumphs, glorious iſle ; 
Diſdain proud conqueſt's' bluſhing ſpoil, 
; The vulgar victor's joy: 
Alike i in arts and arms complete, 
Aſſert the merit truly great 

To bleſs, and not deſtroy. 


XI. 
Then, while propitious Peace is thine, 
And F guards her fav'rite ſhrine 
of juſtice, ſprung from Jove ; 
O teach thy duteous ſons to know 
The ſource whence all theſe bleſſings flow, 
Their King's and Country's love. 


XII. Deep 
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XII. 
| - Deep on esch ſubjeX's patriot breaſt 
1 Be GeorGe's virtues full impreſs'd: 
| The medal, buſt, and ſcroll, 
May ſpread his titles, wear his face; 
But Britain bleſs'd, the world in Peace, 
Theſe ſpeak the Monarch's ſoul. 


a  Joun Burn. 
Fellow Commoner of Magdalen College. 


ODE XI. 


a 


No more fiero Winter whitens every plain, 


Nor ſpreads the fetters of his froſt around; 


Sprin ing's balmy breath, that breaks the icy chain, 


Clothes, in fertility's green robe, the ground. 


II. 


Here joyful peaſants plough the grateful ſoil, 


Hither the ſeeds of future harveſts bring; 


While Plenty, treading in the ſteps of toil, 


Soon bids the crowded furrows laugh and ing. 


III. 


But what is all the beauty of the year, 


| What all the harveſt crowded furrows yield; 


If ſweet ſecurity is never near, 


And arms muſt guard the produce of the field? 


IV. 11 
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IV. 
If for the ſons of War the peaſant ploughs, 
And toils for plenty ne'er to be his own; 
The gifts of induſtry if chance beſtows, 
And rapine reaps what poverty has ſown? 


V. 
Vet late, alas! how many millions held, 
On this ſad tenure, all their little ſtore; 
With joy, in ripening harveſts oft beheld 
Their daily ſuſtenance, nor aſk'd for more, 


= ; - 
How ſhort that joy! how ſoon the ſmiling land 
To the rough ſoldier gave its promis d hoard ; 
While famine courted from a ruffian's hand s 
To glean her food, the relicks of the ſword! 


VII. 
By want compell'd, to camps the peaſant flew, 
© Th' uncertain cares of toil yo longer bore; 
The bread, that War deny'd, from War he drew, 
And plunder'd every field he plough'd before. 


VIII. A 


| VIII. 
At length, the Lord of man with pity view'd 
His pangs, with pity heard his cries aſcend ; 8. 
To one juſt Sov'reign half the world ſubdu'd, q | | 
Anqd in that Sov'reign gave mankind a friend. 


IX. 
Bade either element his power obey, 
In him a father bade each nation find, 
The ſcales of mutual juſtice bade him ſway, 
To rule one people, but to guard mankind. 


Thoſe ſcales he took, the rights of all he weiglr d, 
Balanc'd each claim, made rage and envy ceaſe ; 1 

And more than bread to half the world convey'd, 
To eat that bread in Liberty and Peace. 


CHARLES ONnLey, M.A. 


Fellow of Pembroke Hall. 
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Far hence be all the pomp of War, 
Be Diſcord, hideous monſter, far; 

For they have rag'd too long, 
At length is huſh'd the din of arms, 
And Peace's ſofter, lovelier charms, 
Demand the grateful ſong, 


Be on 
Tho' crimſon Conqueſt's richeſt meed, 
That bade full many a hero bleed, 
Adorn thy Cæſar's brow ; 
Yet, Albion, welcome to thy land 
Fair Peace's olive-ſcepter'd hand, 
, Whence richer bleſſings flow, 


III. Yes! 


1 * 3 * 
0 
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III. "2 


Yes! welcome that auſpicious hour 
Which late beheld each hoſtile power 
In friendly league combin'd ; 
Which wip'd the orphan's tearful eye, 
Suppreſs'd the widow's mournful ſigh, 
And cheer'd her drooping mind, 
3 
The warrior quits the martial ſtrife, 
And eyes with joy his darling wife, 
He tells her many a feat of war, 
He ſhews her many a ghaſtly ſcar; 
She ſmiles, and ſtarts, by turns. 


v. 
His little ſon ſits by his fide, 


And liſt'ning, learns, with conſcious pride, 


To liſp: his father's fame: 

Oft as he tells the dreadful tale, 

Briſk Laughter now, now Horror pale L 
| Creeps thro' his vital frame, 


VI. But 


"- 

But not to Albion's ſons alone 

The golden fruits of Peace are knowm; 

She ſmiles on other climes?: 

| Where Granby ſought, whilſt hundreds fell, 
Securely now the ſwain may oc, 


And bleſs the happier times. 


„ 
Yet all the bleffings Peace beſtows, 
To Albion's Monarch Europe owes! 

O Monarch, great and good! 
"F'was thine to check fell Slaughter's hand, 
For ah! full long a Chriſtian land 

Had bluſh'd with Chriſtian blood. 


—  _ 
Thy mercy (virtue molt divine!) 
Shall hence with ſpotleſs luſtre ſhine, 
Thy glory hence improve: 
For thoſe who trembled at thy name, 
Shall hence admire thy milder fame, 
And change their fear to love. 
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What joy to ſee thy peaceful ſway, 
Extenſive as the ſolar ray, 
O'er ſavage nations ſpread; 
Whilſt nouriſh'd by thy foſt'ring hand, 
Religion o'er a Heathen land 5 


Purſue, great Prince, thy godlike courſe, 
Bid pure Religion ope her ſource, 
And bleſs each toiling ſlave; 
Hence each his God and friend will know, 
Nor fix his hope on aught below, 
But look beyond the grave. 


XI. 
Hence may ſt thou reign ſupremely bleſt, 
Rever d by all, by all careſs d, 
Whilſt man his tribute brings, 


And bows, O King, before thy throne, 
'Tis thine to bow at God's alone, 
And ſerve the King of kings. 
| Tromas STEVENs, B. A. 
Scholar of Trinity College. 
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ODE XLIIL 


* 


Tur Muſe eſſays her tender wing, 
Unus'd to ſoar, unſkill'd to ſing: 
_— Britons, attend, with riſing hopes poſſeſs d, 
While peaceful proſpects dawn in ev'ry breaſt; 
5 Ye ſons of Phoebus, ſtrike the lyre, 
It the- glad theme 
Vour ſouls inflame, 
And catch from breaſt to breaſt poetic lies 


| II. 
In boundleſs raptures dare to ſwell, | 
And on the pleaſing ſubject dwell. 
Hail, facred Freedom! which the Gods beſtow. 
To ſeaſon bleſſings and to ſoften woe; 
With thee our martial youth, inſpir' 'd, 
Sought from afar 
The dreadful war, 
And crowds on crowds 23 ex pr: : 
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III. 
Again with freſh-born vigour ſmile, 
And bleſs thy fav'rite happy iſle. 
Tis done—Britannia (freed from dire alarms, 
The din of conqueſt and the noiſe of arms) 
- patriot ſons ſhall bleed no more; 
Ts them tis giv'n 
( (Indulgent Heav'n) : 
To reap the bleſſings of their native 4 


Let ev'ry Briton hence employ 
The genial hours in manly joy; 
Adieu for ever to the martial ſtrife ; 
Enjoy the ſweet prerogative of life: 
For balmy Peace, with lib'ral . 
From ev'ry ſhore 
ColleAs her ſtore, = 
And ſpreads diffuſive bleſſings o'er the land. 


Oe 
And, whilſt the growing years impart 
Freſh joys to ev'ry grateful heart, 


Britannia, riſe in all thy gallant pride; 
| See thy tall ſhips triumphant ſtem the tide 5 


And 


And, as they cut the wat' ry way, 
From pole to pole 755 
Their thunders roll, 


Wou'd ſome kind god my breaſt inſpite 
With Milton's rage, or Pindar's fire, 
In bolder ſtrains my humble Muſe ſhould riſe, 

And lift my country to its native ſkies : 


Her praiſe thro' ages I'd prolong ; 
While ſilver Thames 
Shall roll his ſtreams, 
Example great! and theme of endleſs 4 


vil. 
Fair Freedom' s golden reign I'd w_—Y 
And twine the olive with the bays: 
Great Cæſar's deeds ſhould in my numbers ſhine, 
Swell ev'ry page and glow in ev'ry line; 
In full proportion could wy lay 
But boldly trace 
Each royal grace, 
Cabo might yield, and Brutus ſelf obey. 
M 2 VIII. But 
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But flop, my Muſe, nor dare to ſoar 
In heights thou never trod'ſt before: 
Enough great Janus, turn thy younger face, 
View the long records of the Brunſwick race; 
See future heroes ſpring to light; 
Say, happy iſle, + on 
What pleaſures ſmile, 
| What riſing glories crowd upon the ſight! 


IX. 
Thus, when Eneas view'd his race, 
uad ſaw the bright ſucceſſion paſs, 
Wich rapture he enjoy'd the glorious ſcene z 
Exulting, mark d the form of godlike men: 
What thoughts within his fancy roll! 
Triumphs to come, 
Immortal Rome, 
And all her glories kindle in his ſoul. 


Trinity College. 


ODE 
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ODE XLIII. 


Wrra wanton pride Ohio ſweeps his courſe, | „ 
Father of mighty ſtreams. The green-rob'd nymphs, 
Oft from their coral caves in gameſome moo 
Emerging, on his flower-embroider'd bank — 
Trip the gay dance; whilſt Zephyr, ſoft as ſleep, 
| Perfumes with balmy ſweets the fragrant air. 
| Here oft, beneath a willow's weeping ſhade - 
Reclin'd, the feather- cinctur d Indian ſighs = 4 
Trembling: dull Melancholy o'er his head —_ 
Throws her grey mantle; Care and pale-ey'd Grief 
Hover around: with agonizing pang 
He beats his penſive breaſt ; the manly tear 
Starts trickling from his eye : through diſtant vales 
Reſponſive Echo bears his plaintive ſong. 
«© Weep, O! ye mountains, weep; your pride i: is 
fall'n, | # 
Your glory gone: the ſtcel-rib'd ſons of War 


Revel in ſlaughter'd Carnage. Shield me, 3 r 


Oh! ſhield me from deſtruction's yawning gulph! 
Perdition blaſt the wretch whoſe thirſt of power 
M 2 Ranſack'd 
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Ranſack'd the ſmiling realms of joy! Bright God 
Of jocund day, whoſe car, emboſs'd with gold, 
Wafts thee along the azure vault of heaven, 
In flaming glory wrapt, whoſe panting ſteeds 
Breathe fte; how inauſpicious beam d thy ray, 
Oft have T heard the tale: with ſolemn pomp, 
Tue gay. deck d veſſel plough'd yon cryſtal wave ; 
Then blaz'd the red-wing'd lightning; India's ſons 
In dumb confuſion gaz d: grim-viſag'd Death 
Unſheath'd his thirſty ſword ; and, bath'd in blood, 
Scatter'd wild ruin and deſpair around. 
Is it for this their haughty veſſels bear 
Our glittering wealth to Europe's diſtant ſhore? 
Een now Ambition wakes the din of war. 
Forbid it, Heaven! Thrice happy age of yore, 
When dove-ey'd Peace, with all her jovial train, 
Smil'd on our rude forefathers, blithe and gay 
In native innocence; when mild Content 
Wing d all their days with bliſs? No ſordid art 
Ruffled their generous breaſts ; no black-brow'd guilt | 
Their ſimple manners ſtain d. Now, brac'd with 
ſtrength, : | 


They 


They — impetuous down the falling rn 
Of Niagara, whilſt the light canoe 5 
Swift bore them o'er the boſom of the 8 : 
Nov, wand'ring thro the incenſe-breathing vale, 
They carol'd loud their love-inſpired ſnn: 
The ſwarthy * with liſt ning tranſport, look 
Applauſe, - But ah!—” Raſh youth, forbear the = 5 
Nor heave the heart- felt groan: Hope's orient beam 
Burſts from yon parting cloud: a blithſome ſcene 
Brightens the wide horizon: fair the dan 
That cheers the world with joy; once more ſhall Peace 
Viſit thy glad abodes, and Plenty clothe 
Virginia's fruitful vallies, and the groves | 
Of Carolina, paradiſe of bliſs! 
No wily Indian, from the thicket's gloom 
' Ambuſh'd, ſhall aim the poiſon'd dart: ſecure 
The traveller ſhall rove the deſert wilds 
Of California, —The Royal Youth, 
That wields Britannia's ſceptre, o'er the globe, 
From Canada's bleak mountains ſteep'd in ſnow 
To Coromandel, and the ſhining coaſt 
Of rich Golconda, ſeat of eaſtern pride, 
Diffuſive bleſſings ſheds. —Illuſtrious Prince! 
£2, M 3 .. 
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*Tis thine to lull the raging ſtorm of War; 
'Tis thine to foſter Freedom's cheerful ſons ; | 
To ſway the rod of juſtice, and to cull 
The flower of each bright virtue that adorns 

The brow of Kings; with kind parental care, 
Thrice happy taſk! to rear the tender plant, 
To mold a future Monarch, good and great! 
Warm d by each brave example, rous'd to deeds 
Of high renown, his gen'rous heart ſhall glow 
To tread his Father's ſteps. Britannia ſmiles, ; 
 Crowning with feſtive joy the day that gave 
Her darling Son to life, whoſe deatlileſs fame 
Shall raiſe her trophy'd honours to the ſky. 
. Wanton on Zephyr's wing, may roſe- lip'd Health 
_ Cheriſh the lovely Babe! Ye guardian Powers, ; 
That o'er the natal hour indulgent watch, 
Conduct his helpleſs years; dire his ſteps 
To early wiſdom ; o'er his guiltleſs breaſt 
Let Virtue beam her charms, bright as the ſtar, 
| Whoſe radiance melts the awful gloom of night 

Thus ſhall the Muſe, with holy rapture fir'd, | 
Her future hero ſing, and twine his brow 


With many a laurel d wreath ; fair Conqueſt ſpread. 
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Her purple banners round, and gentle Peace 
Blazon the Throne with Honour's pureſt gem. 


Tromas Zovcn, B.A. 
| Fellow of Trinity College, and Univerſ, Schul. 
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L = , Z | 
3 Tis falſe: not all the gay parade of power, 


Not Pleaſure, ſlumb'ring in the chequer'd ſhade, 


Not India's treaſures, nor the wreath of fame, 


Can happineſs beſtow. Contentment loves 
With Anchorite to dwell, in moſs- grown cave, 
Thoughtful, or round the peaſant's turf- built cot 
Her hallowed gifts to ſhower. With cheerful toil, 
Each common-letter'd day, their cuſtom'd taſk 
The village ſwains renew. The feſtive morn, | 
That beams on Albion's ſons the dawn of Peace, 


1 happier ſcene invites. On every front 


Joy ſparkles, whilſt along the graſs-green plain 
They wing the ſportive ball, or, nerv'd with ſtrength, 
Throw the broad diſcus. Midſt the rural throng, 


' Menalcas glows, in pride of youthful bloom 


Exulting. Him, Compulſion's ruthleſs ſons, 
Deteſted crew! with ſavage hand had ſeiz d, 
Snatch d from domeſtic bliſs to ſcenes of war 
And bloody deſolation. Albion's coaſts 
Retire: Germania, in thy widow'd plains 

2 He 


A thouſand horrors float, the banner gay, 
The ſteel-clad pike, the muſket big with death. 
Meanwhile his manly boſom heaves with pangs 
Of deep-felt anguiſh. Now his conſort chaſte, 
His aged parent, and the prattling babe, 
That on his lips had oft attentive hung, 
Embinter harſh reflection: memory bids 
The tear to flow... Yet ſoon his country's cauſe 
Rouſes his native fire, and blunts the edge 
Ol injury ſuſtained. Bold and brave, 
He fights fair Freedom's battles: Conqueſt waits 
To fleſh his ſword in ſlaughter, waving high 
Her crimſon banners: reſolution arms 


His generous ſoul, or Granby marks the way 


| That leads to glory, or the eagle eye 


Of Ferdinand its awful terrors round 
Scatters.— As 'midſt the tempeſt's hideous rage, 


When Boreas, bluſt ring from his native north, 


Shakes the broad back of Atlas, o'er the deep 
Throwing the veil of darkneſs, ſome kind power 
Haply with unexpected calm may ſmooth | 
The ruffled ocean thus Britannia's King 
Bids the rough horrors of relentleſs War 

To 


To ceaſe. Bellona ſheaths her reeking ſword, = 

On pointleſs ſpear reclin d. Ambition pale | 
Hides her accurſed head: in ſweet repoſe, . 
| Peace wraps the trembling nations: tranſport warm 
Each patriot; whilſt the wearied ſoldier glows, @— | 
Panting for quiet, in the bliſsful ſnade 3 
Of ſweet tranquillity. O view him far = 
From horror's blood-ſtain'd field, in homely ſhed _ 
Eating the bread of toil. Ingenuous youth, 

The artleſs Muſe ſhall fing thee, happier far 
Than tradefu! merchant, o'er his hoarded gold 

| Brooding, or poet, rapt in fancy's dream, 
Or babbling orator, whoſe ſugar'd ſpeech 


In many a meaſur'd period flows diffuſe. 

What joy to wind along the pebbled hore, 
Safe from the wreck! O may the heart-felt ſweets 
Of mild remembrance lull thee ! what avails | 
The trophy'd pomp of fame, if tears of woe 
Flow from the helpleſs orphan ? nobler toils 
Jncite thee, now with jocund ſtep to wheel 
The rattling car, now in the lowing vale 
To tend the ſcatter'd herds. May year on year 
New bleſſings pour around thee, quaffing gay 
The hallow'd cup of Liberty and Peace! 

E: Thus, 
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Of horrid War, in ſome ſequeſter'd nook 
The hardy vet'ran, ſilver d o'er with age, 
Trod the calm path of undiſſembling life, 
Or on the banks of Tiber, or beneath 
The walls of Sinueſſa: there he toil'd, 
Turning th' allotted glebe, or meaſuring out 


His furrow'd acre, earn'd with many a wound. 


Oſt as he lay on graſſy couch reclin'd, 
Imagination painted to his view 
3 Paſt ſcenes of proweſs; battles bravely won 
3 Oer Afric's tawny race; his ſun- beat front, 
With mural chaplet twind. Now ſeems the trump 
Its lordly ſwell to breathe: the clarion loud 
Burſting, with tremor firikes each flutt'ring nerve: 
Now o'er the field the generous heroes ruſh, 
The ſouls of many wars: thro? every vein 
Ambition thrills: the old man ſighs for arms 
Wich more than youthful ardour, Soon cool thought, 
With eye deliberate, kens the toils of war, 
And damps his martial ſpirit. Round his board 
Thronging, the pledges of connubial love 
Catch his fond tale: ſome future hero burns, 
Anticipating fame, to graſp the ſhield, 


To trace his father's virtues, and to fight 
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Ar length the hoſtile ſound of War is o'er, : 
And foreign diſcord ſhakes our iſle no more. 

See! on each cheek a downing ſmile appears, 
Each joyful mother dries her falling tears. 

She who late trembled for her fav'rite care, 

Sent in warm youth to hardy deeds of War, 
While o'er his head the whiſtling bullets fly, 
And doubtful hangs the ſcale of victory, 

| Now crown'd with fame, in glorious battle won, 
Welcomes with op'ning arms her conqu'ring ſon. 
Fail, mighty Prince! whom palms immortal grace, 
Thou pride and glory of the Brunſwick race! ft - 
To thee ſhall every Muſe her tribute raiſe, 
And diſtant ages learn to ſound thy praiſe. 
Thou ſaw'ſt how War ſwept to the greedy tom 

| Britannia's heroes in their earlieſt bloom I | 
Thou heard'ſt the father's, mother's, widow's ſighs; 
Thou ſaw'ſt the tears guſh ſilent from their eyes; 
And ſorrowing that thy guiltleſs ſons ſhould bleed, 

| {Tho' fame eternal crowns each deathleſs deed) 


b 
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Bad'ſt from rude arms contending nations ceaſe; 

The world obey'd thee, and was huſh'd in peace. 

Well may proud F rance the happy juncture bleſs, 

Her loſſes mightier and her glory leſs. 

| Tho! ſervile realms wou'd her dominion o.]n, 

And conquer'd nations tremble at her throne; 

| Britannia's ſons ſhall ſtill their right maintain, 

Still balance Europe's Fates, and rule the ſubject main. 

There godlike Anſon, ever- ſacred name! : 

Smit with the love of honourable fame, 
From deathleſs acts immortal glory draws, 


Triumphant conqu'ring in his country's cauſe. 

Thy deeds did Gallia's inmoſt fears alarm, 

And Spain too trembled at thy thund'ring arm! 

Oh! had but late our careful wiſh prevail'd, 

Had ten like Thee the diſtant ocean fail'd ; 

To other kingdoms had our arms been hurl d, 

And GOoROx, like Cæſar, aw'd the conquer d wards! 
Hence, when late times ſome laurel'd bard ſhall raiſes 

To ſing, great Monarch! thy victorious praile ; 

When liſt'ning ſons ſhall by their fires be taught, 

How GOR commanded, and how W1LLIAM fought: 

Thy fame, O Anſon ! ſhall the ſong adorn, 

And ages bleſs thee, that are yet unborn. 
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There too ſhall Sandwich, crown'd with ev'ry grace, 
The noble ſtamp of his illuſtrious race, 
Of future times the fair eſteem engage, 
Whoſe early wiſdom match'd the ſtrength of age: 
| While gen'rous tongues from flander ſhall defend 


E The loyal ſtateſman, and his country's friend. 


To raiſe 'twixt neighb'ring realms a jealous hate, 
To mingle factions and embroil a ſtate, 


Sufficient wit each fighting fool can find; 


As ſeas are ruffled by the ſmalleſt wind. 

But when proud nations mix in dire alarms, 
And plead for juſtice by the laws of arms; 

When craving Monarchs urge a diff rent claim, 


And this for empire fights, and that for fame; 


Who then ſhall bid the jarring world agree ? 
That taſk, O Sandwich! Heav'n reſerv'd for thee, 


J. CAN WEIL, B. A. 
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4 Der in the winding mages of a wood, 
There, on her pointleſs jar lin, ſle reclin d, 
While her looſe treſſes wanton'd in the wind; = 
And at a diſtanee, on the ground, were thrown 
Her plumy helmet and her laurel crown. 
Beneath her feet, by circling flow'rs conceal'd, 
2 her fav rite ſhield ; 
That ſhield, the Hero's boaſt, nn 
15 aan guarded Marlb'rough's glorious head, 
And oft from either WIILIAu's facred brow uy 
Has turn'd aſide the meditated blow : 
Here in the ſculptur d gold a Lion roar'd ; 


| | There her loſt empire Tyranny deplor'd, 
And mad Ambition and his lawleſs train 


Repining lay, and gnaw'd fair Freedom's chain 
| While lilies; with the roſe and thiſtle join d, 
In graceful union round the border twin'd. 
The Goddeſs muſing heav'd a piteous ſigh, 
"Then thus began, and wip'd each tearful eye, 


While 


And pity's ſoothing balm in vain apply, 
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And beach inclin'd his reody head. . 

% How long ſhall Mars, with varefiſted len, 50 
« His bloody enſigns o'er the world diſplay ?; 
= Still ſhall the cries of orphans wound my ears? E 
Still muſt I grieve to view the widow's tears? 


«© Thoſe cries to ſilence and thoſe tears to dry? 
40 Why are my fields with ſmiling plenty crown'd, 
Why has kind Neptune ſtretch'd his billows round; 
«© If Freedoms call the lab'ring hind conſtrains 
« For War's alarms, to quit his promis d gains, 
40 Doom d in Her cauſe to periſh, far remov'd 
 & From all he valu d and from all he lov'd 
„ Miſtaken men! theſe hateful jars give oer; 
© Let ſavage Diſcord vex the world no more: 
© But ev'ry act by ſtrieſt reaſon ſcan, 
« And learn to know the Hero from the Man. 


„While wars in each unpoliſh'd region ceaſe, 
. «© And Turks and Tartars taſte the ſweets of peace; 
F< In name's fam; white Aftic's Pranks beads 

„ Securely wander o'er their barren ſands; 

| <« While undiſturb'd the barb'rous Indian roves 

* Thro' ſpicy fields, or leops in dunn groves; | 

| 3 « Shall 
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4 Shall Eurbpe's ſons, entich'd with ev'ry art 
“ That can inſtruR the head or mend the heart, 
To ſcents of death with impious fury run, 
. And all the ſoothing joys of friendſhip ſhun? 
«« Bid Deſolation tage on ev'ry plain, 
« And ſwell with purple floods the boundleſs main ? 
« Flandria has long with ſecret honour view'd 
Her cities ſack d and provinces ſubdu'd ; = 
« Belgia in vain unlocks her wat'ry ſtores, 
« And o'er her lands the ſubject ocean pours; 
© Italia's myrtle ſhades with ſhouts reſound, 
And her proud buildings ſmoke upon the ground: 
Nay, not content to ſpread our num'rous hoſts = 
« Ofer Europe's fields, and vex our native coaſts, 
«c To diſtant climes our legions we convey, 
« On Indian ſeas our hoſtile flags diſplay ; 
«© There fright the peaceful regions with alarms, 
« And rouze the natives of the Eaſt to arms. 
« Perhaps ev'n now the proud inſidious Gaul, 
To crown his triumphs, meditates My fall; 
_ « FaQion may once again his aid implore, 
<« And Gallic navies hover round my ſhore. 
Should he fucceed—farewel thy ancient fame ! 
« Farewel th'unrivall'd honours of my name! 
| | | | 60 Farewell 


* n 


1% Farewel my boaſted empire o'er the main! 

« Bedford has toil'd and Anſon fought in vain.” 
While thus the Goddeſs, with an anxious mind, 
Pour'd out her ſoft complainings to the wind; 
Swifter than thought a ray of heav'aly light 
Diſpell'd the gloom, and cheer'd her raviſh'd fight: 
And ſtrait, in ſnowy garb, a beauteous maid, 

_ Celeſtial ſweetneſs to her eyes diſplay'd; 
In careleſs folds her garments trail'd along, 

And negligently looſe behind her hung; 
Wich female ſoftneſs ſhone her lovely face, 

Awful ſhe moy'd with more than manly grace; 
Freſh garlands deck d her brow, and in her hand 
She ſtretch'd the pledge of Peace, an olive wand. 
| & Again the Gods, (ſhe cry'd) Britannia, ſmile, 
Mord by your ſighs, on this their fav"rite iſle; | 
c For ſee! again, to dry thoſe falling tears, 
«© The long-forgotten form of Peace appears. 
« Tn happier union join'd, the ſea and land. 
“ Shall homage pay, and own my mild command; 
My empire ſhall extend from ſhore to ſhare, 
4 And Diſcord's fierce alarms be heard no money 
«© Bleſs'd ifle! alike for arms and arts renown'd, 


% Adorn'd with heroes and with ſtateſmen crowp'd; 4 | 
M2: «© Thoſe 1 


FSince here a Churchill and a Sandwich roſe. 


1 | & See where thy happy Monarch, wafted o'er 


„ An lay his peaceful trophies at your feet,” 
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c Thoſe form'd to curb by War oppreſſion's rage, 1 
4 The reſcu'd world to each her freedom owes, | * 


* Nor think, Britannia, I ſhall ceaſe to ſhed 

« My kindeſt influence on your favour d head; 

% While each fond eye with anxious joy ſurveys | 

«© Thoſe pledges of your Peace in future days, 

« The blooming Royal Progeny, deſign'd 

e To bleſs theſe nations and adorn mankind. 

* The ſons with gentle ſway thy realms ſhall guide, 

Ge And Cato's virtues ſhare, without his pride; 

& Each lovely Daughter ſhall like Marcia ſhine, | 

% And graceful eaſe with ſacred manners join: [ 

„ While Kings, inſpir d by love, or aw'd by fear, 
« Shall court thy friendſhip and thy pow'r revere. 

& But now, to clear with ſmiles your clouded brow, 
„ And baniſh from your breaſt each ſecret woe, 


% With proſp'rous omens from the Belgic ſhore, 
Returns, with me his much-lav'd iſle to greet, 


©  . Theſe welcome ſounds, with tranſport and ſurprize, ; 
E * 2822 3 
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And, to complete her bliſs, with pleaſing awe, 

The well-known form of her Deliv'rer ſaw: 

Plenty before him ſtrew'd with flow'rs the ground, 

And Peace with blooming wreaths his temples crown'd: 

At their approach the ſons of Diſcord fled, 

And Fraud conceal'd in ſhades her hateful head; 

Ey'n Faction's loud complaints were ſooth'd to reſt, 

Aſtoniſh'd Envy bow d her haughty creſt; 

And all with filent admiration gaz d, 5 

When Georce's hand the peaceful olive ird. 
So, when Eneas wav'd the golden bough, 

Stern Charon ſmooth d his formidable brow ; 

And view'd the Hero with leſs ſurly mien, 

Struck with the ſacred gift, ſo rarely ſeen: 

While airy forms, with joy unknown before, 

Beheld the glitt'ring branch and clouded to the ſhore, 
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STrOPHE, 


As ſome vaſt viſta, whoſe extent 
Scarce bounded by the firmament, 
From whence its {weep begun; 
Above, beneath, in every place, 
Mark'd with ſome grand diſtinguiſh d grace, 
Ends with the golden fun: 
Thus, Grone, thy reign, to the impartial view, 
Inn all its parts, in every light appears; 
For ever happy, as for ever new, 
| Riſe the bright days, and roll the glorious years. 
_ Yet—ſtill—the voice that bids the nations breathe 
To hearfair juſtice, andthe ſword to ſheathe, 
Tis this, th' exertion of thy godlike ſoul, 
'Tis this confirms, compleats, and nobly crowns the 
whole. 8 


ANTISTROPHE. 
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ANTISTROPHE. 


Oh! born the nations to compoſe, 
How doubly ſweet thy olive blows 
O'er the triumphant palm! 
After the blaſt, how bland the breeze! 
How amiably ſuperb the ſeas, 
When huſh d into a calm! 
Say by what miracle, what pow'rful charm, 
Plann'd and accompliſh'd was th' auguſt deſign? 
Was it thy WiLLIAm's formidable arm 
| Juſt and effectual, like the wrath Divine? 
Was it thy fleet that ſmoak'd the depth along 
Swift as the eagle, as the lion ſtrong?— _ 
No—'twas that Wiſdom bade the warfare ceaſe, 
| Whoſe ways are — and all whoſe paths ae 
Prack. 


” Eropon. | 
| Of Camus oft the ſolitary ſtrand = 
Poetically penſive will I haunt: 
And, as I view th'innumerable ſand, 
Think on thy bounties; and with tranſport chaunt, 
That now no more Bellona's brazen car 
Afﬀrights Urania in her bliſsful ſeat; 
Nor Stratagem, the ſubtleſt ſnake of War, 
Plots to entangle every Pilgrim's feet : 
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